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PREFACE 



Altho writers and readers of the Short Story 
have always abounded, never has this form of 
fiction been so extensively cultivated and favored 
as within the last fifty years. 

A story that will fill out an hour or two at the 
most, that can be begun and finished at one sit- 
ting, is the demand of the age. 

The best writers of the day have taken up the 
task to satisfy this spirit of the times, and in con- 
sequence every modern language has in its Liter- 
ary Repertory a number, greater or less, of classic 
Short Stories. 

Konrad Kummel has signalized himself in this 
line of work during the last twenty years or 
more. Mis stories have been welcomed wherever 
the German language is spoken. 

In the opinion of the translator of the present 
series of ROmmel's works, entitled THE EBB 
AND FLOW OF LIFE,— a galaxy of thirty-eight 
stories in four volumes, — there is nothing to equal 
the collection on the literary market. 
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4 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 

The stories are artistically finished, they are 
fascinating, most instructive and elevating, and 
all of them with few exceptions, taken from 
real life. 

From the intrinsic merit of the stories, we 
have every reason to hope that this series in the 
English translation will be as eagerly welcomed 
as was the German original. 

The Translator, 

St. Bede Abbey. 
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Christopher 



Prelude: The Legend of Saint Christopher 

"Fetch over!" 

A thin, silvery voice hallooed across the placid 
surface of the blue mountain lake. Beyond the 
narrow arm of the tarn, with hands to her mouth, 
the little girl could be seen who had sent the call. 
A glorious autumn sun caused her blond hair to 
shine as if gilded and her bright dress to stand out 
in happy relief from the somber bushes in front 
of which she stood close by the shore. 

"Fetch over !" she called a second time. A col- 
lege lad of about sixteen summers, who was busy 
making ready his skiff, answered with a clear, 
ringing voice: "Heigho! I hear, don't be afraid, 
I'll come!" Soon after, rowing vigorously, he 
pulled off from the shore, and the skiff under an 
azure sky, fanned by a warm, pure mountain 
breeze, sped silently over the dancing, glisten- 
ing, diamonded waves towards the placid deep. 

Yonder, the little girl, swinging the hat she had 
torn from her locks and dancing up and down 
the shore, was gleefully ejaculating : ^Gero, dear 

Gero! God be praised! Good morning!" The 

greeting was seconded by a large dog ; body-deep 
in the lake, barking, joyfully switching the water 
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with his tail, he was watching with fixed gaze the 
nearing skiff and the young ferryman. 

The youth was lively and comely ; he had spar- 
kling eyes and was quick in his movements. His 
dark blue velvet cap sat jauntily on his brown 
Jocks and with each stroke of the oar his jacket 
flew apart, exposing a broad, gold-fringed blue 
watch chain, pendent from his side. 

He had now crossed. "Gero, dear Gero !" greet- 
ed the little girl, about eight years old, skipping 
gleefully around him, while he with quite an ef- 
fort was protecting himself against the f awnings 
of the wet dog. 

"Lisbeth, from mid-lake you seemed just like 
the little Christchild and I, therefore, like St. 
Christopher," said Gero, the while without fur- 
ther ado he lifted the girl into the boat, motion- 
ing the dog homeward and seating himself op- 
posite her on the second bench. 

"Who is that, St. Christopher? Tell me," spoke 
the child questioningly : "you may row me an 
hour on the lake because it is so fine a morning; 
papa and mama sent you their regards, Gero." 

"St. Christopher, don't you know that?" Gero 
asked; "why, every day, going to Mass, you see 
him in the church painted, big as the whole wall, 
with the Infant Jesus on his shoulder." 

"But, surely, he did not carry the Infant Je- 
sus over the lake?" the child replied. 

"Not that," returned the young student, "but 
the Infant Christ stood on the distant shore and 
called three times as you did, and then on his 
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shoulder he bore the child over the water." 

"Oh, you must tell me that, Gero," declared 
Lisbeth. "I did not know that. Is that found in 
your Latin books?" 

Gero laughed. "In them is found the mighty 
Hercules, but he was a pagan." "But Stophrous 
was stronger yet?" Lisbeth returned inquiringly. 
"It is Christopher," rejoined Gero amused ; "yes, 
I also think he was stronger. What I know of 
him, however, grandmother told me years ago; 
she taught me even a poem about him." 

Lisbeth looked at her elder friend admiringly, 
then in a tone subdued : "Pity, I too had not some 
one to tell me such beautiful stories of Chris- 
topher. So now, do you tell me." 

"First of all I will tell you what Fm going to 
be : a physician. My uncle was at the house yes- 
terday, he is a physician at court. He said that 
I must become a doctor and then later on assist 
him in his practice." 

"Indeed? What do you mean by practice? Is it 
a bad sickness?" 

"No, Lisbeth, it is the business of the doctor 
visiting the sick. I will — " 

"Well, I know it now, Gero. But for the pres- 
ent tell me of the Divine Infant and of the strong 
Sto — Chro — Christopher. I am terribly curi- 
ous and nothing is dearer to me than to hear of 
the Infant Jesus and of the good God and of the 
Mother of God," pleaded Lisbeth. Thereupon 
Gero with an instant and solemn earnestness re- 
lated to the listening child : 
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"A pagan proud thru Canaan, 

This challenge sent around : 

Let him who knows the strongest man 

Tell me where he is found. 

My lance rings clear and bright its sheen 

The strongest yield I service keen. 

This pagan was St. Christopher," he added by 
way of explanation. "O Gero, that's false!" the 
little girl cried. "A pagan! The Infant Savior 
would never have consented to be borne by a 
pagan." 

"Sit still !" advised Gero laughing, "and do not 
rock the boat, else we both will fall into the 
water and then I can tell you nothing more. 
Christopher therefore, a pagan at first, was the 
strongest man ever lived." 

"But afterwards, not so, he became a Chris- 
tian?" Ldsbeth interrupted. Gero continued: 
"Now, said he, the mightiest lord only in all the 
world will I serve." 

"That's the emperor," cried Lisbeth. 

"Just wait and you'll find out. St. Christopher 
too, in the beginning thought so. Therefore, go- 
ing to the most powerful king, he took service 
with him. But one day something happened! 
Listen : 

'Full proud the king sat at the feast, 
Cheered by the glad'ning bowl ; 
Into the hall a minstrel pleased 
Whose lay was fraught with dole : 



Digitized by 



Christopher 



11 



0 king! 0 king! Do have a care; 
Of Satan's awful pow'r beware !' 

"Hearing this the king was alarmed and grew 
quite pale from fear." 

"Was he a bad king, perhaps?" Lisbeth asked. 

"Probably and likely he was a pagan," Gero 
replied ; "therefore was he in such dread of Satan. 

"Then Christopher said to him : 

'Speak out, 0 king! why turn you white? 
And wherefore do you tremble so? 
If Satan's realm is first in might, 
My service is the stronger's fee; 
I'll servant to no servant be.' 

"He left the king accordingly, saying: 'Hence- 
forth I will serve Satan' — " 

"But listen, Gero!" this from Lisbeth's lips, 
"you ought to be ashamed of yourself, — such a 
thing! To serve Satan, why, that is awful! And 
Christopher a reputed saint! Surely you are 
wrong; this cannot be; he spoke not thus. I 
can't believe it." Quite indignant, the maiden 
drew her light blue shawl more closely about her, 
concealing her hands beneath. 

"Christopher did not even know who Satan 
was; he merely understood him to be the might- 
iest and the greatest lord on earth." 

"But our dear Savior is surely a thousand 
times stronger," she replied, "why did he not go 
to Him?" 

"Don't be in such a hurry, just wait. 
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"Accordingly, Christopher really followed Sa- 
tan into service." "He didn't harm the people, 
however?" 

"I don't think, dear Lisbeth. Satan himself 
did all the bad things." 

"Indeed, now I understand," spoke Lisbeth 
pacified; "and how long did he bide with him?" 

"Alas! I can't tell exactly, Lisbeth; he stayed 
with him till once upon a time, Satan and Chris- 
topher had to pass by a cross on a field. The 
same stood by the wayside and on it was seen 
Christ crowned with thorns, nailed and suspend- 
ed. Approaching, Satan was the first to notice 
the cross. Seeing which he gave out a terrible 
shriek, his body trembling all over ; turning 
round he flew away as fast as he could with his 
dark wings" — 

Lisbeth clapped her hands: "Gero, that is 
grand! Tell me more!" 

"Thus Christopher plainly saw that Satan in 
his turn was not the strongest lord on earth ; 
then, 

'Hey! Speak, Satan! he calls and shouts; 

What means this turning round? 

The cross you to divergence routs, 

I'll not be doubling found. 

To crooked ways no service lends, 

Whom crooked ways offend." 

"Christopher thereupon went over to our dear 
Savior and served Him?" questioned Lisbeth ex- 
pectantly. 
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"Yes, but not as a matter of course. As yet 
he did not even know where the Savior was or 
His name. He had only seen the cross, and hence 
was obliged first of all to find out who this Cru- 
cified One was." 

"Poor Christopher," Lisbeth sincerely pitied; 
"nowadays the very children know this al- 
ready." 

"Christopher therefore traveled the world 
around. With much questioning he sought in 
many a place, who this lord might be : 

'Who chose the cross His ensign dread, 
Which Satan saw and trembling fled/ 

"However, for the reason that most people in 
those days were pagans, no one could give him 
the information. At last he met a pious hermit 
who told him that the Crucified One was Jesus 
Christ and also who this Christ was : 

'True God from all eternity, 
True man begot in time; 
With watch and fast and psalmody, 
Worship this Lord divine.' 

To which Christopher replied : "He would indeed, 
sing and pray and watch but he wished also 
with all his might to serve this lord who was 
so strong and mighty* — " 

"Christopher was stronger than ten men?" 
interposed Lisbeth. 

"Stronger than twelve men," Gero confirmed, 
"and tall like Goliath the Giant. The hermit next 
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led him to a river broad and deep, unspanned by 
any bridge, which the people must ford to go to 
church. He said therefore to him: 

'Him serve thou here in charity 
Yield what thy strong arm may ; 
The wild flood, see, tumultuously, 
Swept plank and bridge away ; 
Bear over, then, thou mighty man 
The halted pilgrim clan/ " 

"And from that time, did Christopher carry the 
people across?" Lisbeth inquired. "I think, I, 
too, would have permitted myself to be borne over 
by him; still, I think, to be ferried over would 
have been preferable." 

"To be ferried over would have been impossible, 
because the waters were too wild," explained 
Gero. 

"Therefore, for many a year, unrewarded, he 
conveyed the pious people over the river. 

"One night, however, just as he was settling to 
sleep, he heard a child's voice wonderfully sweet, 
crying: 'Fetch over!' " 

"Fetch over!— did it really call?" Lisbeth ask- 
ed with transfigured face, "and was it indeed, the 
Infant Christ Itself that called?" 

"Just wait," Gero said, "and remain quiet 
that I can relate it. Christopher got up immedi- 
ately, went to the river and looked to see whom 
he was to bring over. No one, however, was in 
sight." 

"But then, it was night," Lisbeth sagely ob- 
served. 
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"Yes; and so he returned to his hut. Fatigued 
he lay himself down to rest : again the child call- 
ed: 'Fetch over!' Gladly, a second time he came 
forth, scanning the vale and the hills around. 

'Dark was the night, he saw no child, 
The wind blew thru the forest wild.' 

"He went home again. Now just as he was fall- 
ing to sleep, once more he heard clearly a little 
child calling : 'Fetch over !' 

"Getting up as before he hastened to the river. 
Behold! there on the farther shore stood a little 
child most lovable and beautiful, with golden locks, 
clad in a white gown; it was the child that had 
called to be carried over." 

"And this was the Infant Jesus Itself?" rever- 
ently and fervently murmured Lisbeth, gazing at 
Gero. 

"0 Gero! How beautiful! 

"No doubt; then Christopher despite the night 
and storm waded thru the river and full of 
pity, bore the little child over on his shoulders, 
saying: Toor little child, how willingly I carry 
thee!' How good and dear the giant was! What 
pleasure the Holy Infant must have found in 
him." Such were the rapturous exclamations of 
the girl. 

"That is true, but in mid-stream the child of 
a sudden became so heavy, heavier than 
a fullgrQwn man; and with each step it grew 
heavier, so that the powerful Christopher low- 
bent, almost succumbed. At last, unable to go on, 
he said: 
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'The earth up-bearing I seem to be, 
0 child! what hold you charged 'gainst 
me?'" 

Lisbeth with dilated eyes and bated breath 
followed Gero while he related : "Upon which the 
Infant said with a loud voice : 'Thou bearest Him 
who created the world, for I am Christ, the Son 
of God!' Then It continued: 'Because thou hast 
been so merciful to men, I have been merciful to 
thee and have forgiven thee thy sins/ Pressing 
now with Its hands the powerful head of Chris- 
topher down into the water, It added : 

'To baptize thee e'en now I'm fain 
'Mid storming waters pure ; 
Henceforth be Christopher thy name, 
So named, thy fame endure.' " 

"0 Gero !" — In the course of this closing recital 
Lisbeth had unconsciously folded her hands; the 
two were silent. During these moments the 
sound of distant bells from the heights above 
floated down silently over the lake, which, over- 
played by sunlight and a gentle breeze, lay out- 
spread like a picture of paradisal peace and 
heavenly calm. 

"It is ringing the Consecration at the Capu- 
chins, the Guardian is saying Mass," whispered 
Gero, taking in the oars. The boat rested; the 

two children prayed "Jesus, for Thee I live, 

Jesus, for Thee I die, Jesus, Thine am I in life and 
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in death, Amen ;" these words from their lips and 
hearts were wafted to heaven. 

Earth and sky transfigured and transfused 
with brilliant sunshine, listened silently to the 
prayer of the two children on the lake. 

"Gero!" 

"What, Lisbeth?" 

"The Father Guardian at this moment is really 
a Christopher also," she whispered full of rever- 
ence ; to which Gero replied : 

"Surely, and not the Guardian only but every 
priest at the Consecration." 

"But I thought only the Mother of God could 
touch the Child Jesus," Lisbeth remarked in a 
low tone. 

"Well, you see," Gero began reflecting, but be- 
fore he could utter another word, the impetuous 
Lisbeth cut him short : "Gero, why don't you be- 
come a priest or a pater?" "Because I cannot," 
he replied ; "I must become a doctor ; it is the wish 
of my uncle." 

"It is well so!" Lisbeth assented; then a few 
minutes later : "The story of Christopher was so 
beautiful. Still, I would like to hear more about 
him. Continue please, dear Gero." 

"I'm thru ; don't know any more," he answered. 

"But tell me what happened later on?" 

"No one knows. Christopher lived piously and 
holily and died so and is now in heaven. He is a 
great saint." 
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"I will think of him with pleasure and honor 
him," said Lisbeth; "you have told the story so 
well, I will never forget it." 

"Now then, Lisbeth, hold to your place right in 
the middle," Gero said after looking at his watch, 
"we must row quickly. Allowing a quarter of an 
hour to the shore and ten minutes to the church 
. . . .we'll have to hustle if we wish to be on time 
for the nine o'clock Mass." 

And the skiff flew over the blue element with 
the two little innocents aboard, young Lisbeth, the 
only daughter of a bookkeeper, and Gero, the may- 
or's son, who wished to become a doctor. 



PART FIRST 
The Will of the King 

1. On Golden Heights 

The two little individuals whom we have learn- 
ed to know are now grown up. 

Gero, having passed his medical examination 
successfully, received his degree M. D. Imme- 
diately after he went to reside with his uncle, who 
was physician in ordinary to the queen, and who 
as a Specialist and Consulting Physician had a 
large practice besides in the Capital. 

Lisbeth, eighteen years of age, had graduated 
from a boarding-school which she attended for 
many years, and was at home with her people in 
one of the larger provincial towns where her 
father had settled. 
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Here, then, we find her. Her papa has just 
handed her a letter from the Capital written by 
Gero, in which, her cheeks burning with curios- 
ity, she read the promised description of the 
Court-ball to which the nephew and his uncle had 
received invitations. 

"Yes, dear Lisbeth, it is a pity, indeed, you 
were not present; then had you seen in real life 
what it is to be king and queen, ruler and sover- 
eign of land and people. I had always pictured 
to myself their rank as most exalted, but never- 
theless, only after I had seen them with my own 
eyes, was I thoroughly convinced that as the 
heavens are above the earth, the royal couple 
overtower the first lords and ladies of the Court 
and of the State. 

"The Supreme Lord Marshals, the Masters of 
Ceremony, the Seigniorial Lords, the Adjutant- 
Generals and Chamberlains in begilded uniforms, 
decorated with the highest Orders; the ladies of 
the princely houses vested in gorgeous robes, 
sparkling with diamonds; the Secretaries and 
Privy-Councilors and all the select in the nation, 
disappear in presence of Their Majesties; altho 
of the highest nobility, they are simply nothing 
beside them; — they are only the pedestal, on the 
apex of which, unapproachably high, shine the 
royal pair. Thruout the evening I never 
took my eyes off them, and the impression will 
never be effaced. 

"Manikin-like the polished lords, so domineer- 
ing at other times, stood around meekly, lack- 
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ing in will, hardly noticed by their sovereigns, 
that the thought came to me unbidden: A mere 
word, a nod, an ungracious look, and they are 
crushed, they cease to exist, they disappear from 
the Court. 

"There, next to the heir of one of the most 
ancient houses, a young man is standing who has 
just returned from a foreign country; the eye 
of the king has found him out, the will of the 
king has lifted him from obscurity to a place 
next the throne. Here, on the other hand, is a man 
known to every child in the country; the king 
not wishing to notice him, speaks to his neigh- 
bor : self-possessed, dignified, His Majesty passes 
him by without deigning a word; the slighted 
man looks as if annihilated. But every one to 
whom the king or queen speaks, if it be only a 
word — and how ingratiatingly they do this — 
beams with happiness the whole evening be- 
cause of the distinction, and boasts of it to friend 
and stranger alike. It is now intelligible to me 
that in ancient times the king was served on 
bended knee and worshiped as a God " 

"Oho, Gero!" Lisbeth exclaimed, laughing out 
aloud, after reading the last sentence, "would you 
like to become a lord at Court also?" She con- 
tinued reading: "I dared not even hope to come 
nigh to Their Majesties, when behold: not only 
did I come near but had the honor of being pre- 
sented to them. The queen was the first to no- 
tice us. Seeing my uncle, she came up and spoke 
to him, after which she graciously permitted me 
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to be presented to her. Never will I forget it : her 
dignity, her majesty, her calm, clear, imperious 
eye; her affability, her vivacity, and this notwith- 
standing she is nearer fifty than forty-five ; most 
cordially she spoke to my uncle; — of course, he 
had been her physician the past twelve years — 
and I, too, shared in her graciousness. A little 
later the king approached. He spoke little and 
was pleased to have me presented; he asked me 
how long I had been in the residential city, where 
I had studied, and whether I had specialized. 
'You can learn a great deal from your uncle,' he 
said in conclusion. 

"Dear Lisbeth, I confess I was overwhelmed 
with my good fortune. Think of it ! To have been 
permitted to stand in the presence of His Majesty, 
to look into his face and to exchange words with 
him! Just think: His hand rules the whole 
country; his tongue utters a word, and ten thous- 
and men march to the field ; if he makes a stroke 
with the pen, ministers and presidents fall, and 
others are put in their place; one word, and 
chains are sprung, and the prisons are opened, 
or — the head of the guilty one falls. Face to face 
with this almost superhuman dignity and power, I 
must confess, I saw it worthily enthroned on the 
royal brow, in the imperious eye, in the form and 
carriage, in every word and pose of the king." 

Lisbeth halted a second time, saying faintly: 
"It may be as he writes but — 99 Meditatively, she 
turned to the last page and read : "I affirm that 
on that night a new life began for me. The Court, 
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the proximity and favor of Their Majesties is a 
paradise, of the glory of which common people 
have no intimation. I will do my utmost to a- 
chieve a permanent place in this paradise. My un- 
cle intends proposing me as his successor, and 
nothing within my power will be left undone to 
fit myself accordingly; no work will be too heavy, 
no sacrifice too great. Here lies the road to hap- 
piness for me: I will enter upon it. Now, to 
change the subject, dear Lisbeth. In two months 
a big bazaar will be opened for the benefit of the 
Flood Sufferers, toward the success of which the 
whole metropolis will contribute, and which will 
be visited by Their Majesties and tall the Court. 

"For the occasion, dear Lisbeth, you ought to 
come hither. I will be your guide, and more- 
over, you will be well taken care of at your 
aunt's. Then I will show you all the lords and the 
ladies of the Court; also the Lord Chamberlain 
von Bothsar and Premier Markot, the two intri- 
guers, who are mortal enemies of my uncle, and 
would gladly force his resignation this very day 
if they could. Fortunately, their power is not so 
far-reaching as they would wish, for the queen 
has unbounded confidence in my uncle. Therefore, 
beg your respected papa, to whom, by the way, I 
tender my sincerest regards, for permission to 
visit the bazaar. I look forward to our meeting 
with infinite pleasure." 

Thus ended Gero's letter. 

Lisbeth was by no means fully pleased with its 
contents. She was cooler and more deliberate in 
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thought than Gero and not inclined as he was to 
enthusiasm. 

A month later, as a matter of fact, Lisbeth was 
in the Capital, visiting her aunt. 

2. A Precipitate Fall 

It was about six days before the opening of the 
great Charity Bazaar. Gero's uncle, physician to 
the queen, had been summoned to attend her for 
a slight indisposition. He prescribed a nourish- 
ing broth, but begged to supervise its prep- 
aration himself in the royal kitchen. The queen 
smilingly consented to the old whimsical gentle- 
man ; with a rush he hastened to that part of the 
castle where the kitchen apartments lay. On his 
way thither he met a scullery-boy carrying a 
splendid bunch of grapes on a silver tray. "That 
certainly is superb fruit for February," he naive- 
ly remarked; "for whom is the luscious bunch?" 

The lad answered : "For the Lady Kitchen-In- 
spectress ; I bring her a bunch every day at three 
o'clock." The honest House Physician was strick- 
en mute. "Who gives you permission to bring 
these grapes to a servant? Where did you get 
them?" he continued to inquire. 

"From the prince's cellar," the boy answered 
leisurely. 

"Is the Lady-Inspectress sick?" 

The boy laughed : "Not at all ; she is as well and 
stout as the Chief Steward or the Head Chef." 
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"All right, then you come with me," upon which 
he led the little fellow into the nearest room at 
hand. Just as he entered, a pop was heard, 
the sound of which re-echoed thru the vault- 
ed chambers ; the Steward was filling a glass for 
the Head Cook from a bottle of Champagne just 
opened. Peals of laughter were heard at the same 
time. This was too much for the honest man. 
Quickly he confronted them and in the first in- 
stance of a detection so complete, their deep con- 
fusion was quite evident. 

"What excuse have you for this sampling of 
Champagne?" he asked in a subdued voice, the 
while eying them sternly. 

The Steward was the first to regain his com- 
posure. Under simulation of a grievous insult, 
he blustered : "How dare you, Sir Doctor! I resent 
your insinuation !" 

To which the physician returned : "First of all 
prepare this soup for Her Majesty as I will direct. 
The other matter I wilj attend to later on." 

"Sir, you have no order to give me for the 
kitchen," screamed the near-tipsied man and un- 
til you apologize for the insult offered me, your 
strengthening broth must be prepared in some 
other place." 

"Dare you to meet my command with a re- 
fusal?" questioned the doctor trembling with ex- 
citement. 

"Certainly, — until you withdraw your insin- 
uation," was the answer. 
The Steward, who saw that all was at stake, 
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trusted to this desperate expedient; he hoped 
that his abrupt behavior would force the old phy- 
sician to retreat. 

The latter, however, left the room to report the 
whole matter to the king. 

He had proceeded but a few steps when he met 
the Lord Chamberlain von Bothsar. In his ex- 
citement he told him the story and finished say- 
ing : "And now, Sir Marshal, I beg you to ac- 
company me to the kitchen to see that the broth 
is prepared immediately for Her Majesty." 

The Chamberlain, his eyes sparkling with mal- 
ice, answered coolly : 

"Excuse me, my doctor in ordinary, that is 
none of my business." 

"It concerns Her Majesty," loudly insisted the 
exasperated physician. 

"Sir, the question touches me only as to 
whether you can put me under orders, a presump- 
tion upon which I will put my foot once and for 
all." 

"What do I care for your trivial pretensions 
of office!" the old medico stormed. "It is your 
duty to see that commands are obeyed and that 
everything is kept in order, and if you refuse to 
do so, then — " 

"Then what?" interrupted the Chamberlain, 
drawing him out to trap him. "Please, complete 
your sentence." 

"That I will ! If you, Sir, as a gentleman, refuse 
to intervene that order and honesty prevail in the 
palace of His Majesty, in whose service you are 
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engaged, then by inference are you an abettor 
of the thievery and knavery going on under this 
roof. As to me, I can say that I have at least done 
my duty. I will inform His Majesty of all this 
personally." 

"His Majesty has driven over to the Stud- 
Farm," retorted the Chamberlain mockingly, 
adding: "Sir, I will know how to get satisfaction 
for the words you have spoken." 

Having said this, he turned and passed on. The 
physician hastened next to the Court-Apothecary 
to have his broth prepared. Upon his return, a 
lady in waiting informed him, that Her Majesty 
having waited an overlong time now was tired 
and wished the doctor not to trouble himself any 
more about the soup. He went home then, and 
after telling the humiliating story to his nephew, 
Gero, he slept over it all the sleep of the just. His 
slumber, however, would not have been so undis- 
turbed, had he had an intimation of the plotting 
against him that very night by his avowed en- 
emies, the Lord Chamberlain von Bothsar and 
Premier Markot, the results of which began to 
show in an instant feverish commotion in the 
castle. 

As ground for immediate action, von Both- 
sar with mock severity had the entire personnel 
of the kitchen examined. The wily Steward knew 
at once that the purport of the investigation was 
simply the removal of the queen's physician and 
that he had nothing to fear for himself if his an- 
swers were deftly worded. Hence, he spoke ac- 
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cordingly, and his statements were readily be- 
lieved by the inquisitors. On the morning follow- 
ing, the physician in ordinary came as usual for 
his daily visit, but the queen was not yet ready to 
receive him, it was said, she was still resting. 

Returning home, he found a bulky letter await- 
ing him, informing the faithful servant that from 
date his services as physician in ordinary were 
graciously dispensed with. Almost bereft of 
mind, he stared at the ominous writing; the words 
were there! He was fallen, he was nothing now 
— and" why? Who more honest, more faithful to 
his duty, who, during the twelve years past 
and beyond, was more intent than he to serve 
the king with conscience and with devotion? 

For unmasking a couple of thieves and scoun- 
drels, an ignominious dismissal from the royal 
service is the reward. 

"It is beyond comprehension, no it cannot be l M 
muttered the crushed man time and again, "it 
is a misunderstanding. If I but inform the king 
of all I know, I must be righted and justified." 

He begged for an audience with the king. 

A speedy answer came: "His Majesty is not 
disposed to receive the physician in ordinary." 
His enemies knew but too well how to make him 
forever unwelcome. 

As his only resort he sent word to the queen, 
pleading for a last audience with her whose phy- 
sician he had been for so many years. 

After three days he received an order to ap- 
pear. 
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Returning from this interview, he was calmer 
but profoundly sad. 

It was then <3ero learned that the queen had 
parted with her old physician with warmth and 
cordiality, assuring him of her gratitude and un- 
failing trust, so that tears had come to his eyes ; 
concerning what had occurred between him and 
the Court Chamberlain, however, she wished to 
hear nothing. As the aged man nevertheless re- 
lated what he had heard and seen in the royal 
kitchen, she commended his zeal and honesty but 
would commit herself no further. In fact, the 
more he studied, the more was he convinced that 
motives deeper and weightier underlay his dis- 
missal, and that the queen herself was forced to 
yield to some sinister power. 

"I lose you with regret and will often sorely 
miss your wise experience and advice," she said, 
"but it cannot be helped ; if you find it hard, let 
my fullest and most grateful appreciation of 
your devotion to me be some solace. May the tes- 
timony and assurance of my inviolable trust com- 
fort you." 

Thus ended forever the relations between the 
old doctor and the Court. 

3. A Humiliating Confession 

Having confided the whole story to his nephew, 
a long silence ensued. Finally, he spoke again: 
"Well, Gero, this destroys my plan of making 
you my successor in office. I have no further need 
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of you for the reason that many of my patients 
will now pass me by because I am no longer 
Court Physician. And then, too, I am tired of 
practicing. You are therefore thrown upon your 
own resources, and, as the Americans say, must 
make your own living. I would advise you to 
leave the Capital and set up in the country ; how- 
ever, do as you please/' 

After a second pause he continued sorrowful- 
ly: "For me this deplorable catastrophe is a 
stern warning, and in the end, I must confess, 
a correction not undeserved from — from God." 
He added the last in a whisper. "I will, and I 
must acknowledge, and to you, the scandal I have 
given, that in serving the Court I forgot my God 
entirely. The favor of the king and of the queen, 
was my sole ambition: to achieve this I served 
out every moment faultlessly, Sunday and holy- 
day. My life was modeled but to one command- 
ment. The will of the king, the grace of the king, 
was the plummet to which I adjusted my actions, 
my life. Hence, for years I hardly kept one Sun- 
day or feast-day; to be always at beck and call 
I attended neither Divine Service nor sermon. I 
have become lukewarm and estranged from the 
faith of my childhood — and in this I was but 
like the majority of the courtiers. Because I was 
ashamed of my faith, I was ashamed of my own 
child, whose place you were to fill. He was the 
image of his pious mother. Six years ago, when 
he expressed his unchangeable determination to 
enter a monastery and become a monk, I was fu- 
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rious and cursed my lot. Seeing that his will 
could not be shaken, I gave my consent at last, 
but I cut him off, denied him as my own before 
people, and nothing could anger me more than 
some casual inquiry about him the Benedictine. 
No doubt, all this is known to you already. To- 
day I see my error, a cloud has been lifted from 
my soul and I confess that I am ashamed of my- 
self, of my gray hair, of my age : fool that I was 
to have sacrificed my son and myself for the favor 
of a man. My eyes are opened and I believe 
Francis my son is happier than I and that he has 
chosen the better part. I am urged to see him; 
I must see and press him to my heart. God will- 
ing, in proximity to his cloister I will spend the 
rest of my life. Back to God will I go, assured 
that with Him alone I will find peace. 

"High were my honors, no doubt, but irksome 
too the self-imposed shackles which bound me, 
the fool, until now. The chains are sprung, I am 
free at last, and also convinced that some day I 
will thank God for this very hour and bless Him 
for the blow He has struck." 

Gero, deeply moved, listened to these self-ac- 
cusations gravely but he hardly grasped their 
import. Altho brought up a Christian, the 
purity of his faith had been somewhat tainted 
at the gymnasium and the University; and now 
at the Capital, in the manner of his uncle, he had 
given up the practice of his religious duties al- 
most entirely. A striving for honor and distinc- 
tion, but foremost, the wish to replace his uncle 
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of his soul and held it inthralled, for which rea- 
son he was more affected by this dismissal than 
even the doctor himself. 

The old man seemed to divine as much. There- 
fore he said in parting : "Apropos, Gero, you must 
visit the bazaar; you will represent me, because 
I cannot and do not wish to be present ; moreover, 
it behooves you to be escort to Lisbeth, your 
childhood friend. ,, 

4. Formidable Rivals 

The bazaar for the benefit of the Charity-Fund 
was grand. Every one who found it at all pos- 
sible, took part in it. The king and queen, the 
princes and the princesses with their respective 
suites, all the Ministers of State with their wives 
and many Court Representatives were present. 
He who chanced to receive a gracious word or a 
coveted smile from Their Majesties was happy. 
Gero, noticing that his late acquaintances were 
studiedly avoiding him, paraded the hall alone, 
until he fell in with Lisbeth and her aunt. The lat- 
ter was by no means overfriendly at meeting 
him; nevertheless he staid with the two and began 
pointing out to his former playmate the most dis- 
tinguished of the court attendants. 

In a most friendly manner the king had just 
greeted a tall, gloomy, rather insolent-looking 
gentleman. 

"That is the Secretary of State Markot," Gero 
explained. 
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"The father of the Lord Steward," the aunt 
whispered deferentially. 

"Lisbeth, see, the queen scarcely talks to him ; 
she dislikes him because he is too overbearing 
and has more than once forced the king and his 
kingdom to do his bidding," Gero remarked. 

Again the aunt whispered, to Lisbeth : "The fa- 
ther of the Lord Steward," pointing to the Minis- 
ter who was just leaving the king. 

Lisbeth might have disregarded the informa- 
tion had not Gero testily interposed : "What is 
all this about the Steward, this renowned Secre- 
tary's son?" 

Somewhat vexed, Lisbeth responded : "Nothing 
is the matter with him ;" to which the aunt with 
assumed importance added: "The Lord Steward 
is indeed something in view of his prospects as 
son of the Secretary. For quite a time I have 
had the honor to know him and this very evening 
before we met you, Master Gero, he was in leisure- 
ly conversation with us. I noticed the young 
ladies straining their necks and looking at you r 
Lisbeth, while the Lord Steward was talking to 
us." 

"But, aunt, what is there to infer from the 
few casual words he spoke to us," Lisbeth in- 
tervened, blushing. 

"Yes, yes, Lisbeth," continued the talkative 
aunt, "you may well afford to show yourself, 
and with your fortune; it is well known what 
wealth your father has amassed. 'Twould not be 
beneath the Lord Secretary's son — " 
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"Pray, aunt, cease !" Lisbeth said with so de- 
cided an emphasis as to surprise and silence the 
old lady at last. 

Gero felt grievously hurt. He realized that on 
account of his uncle's dismissal, he was excluded 
from the ambitious plans of the aunt, who was 
determined to marry her niece to some one higher 
up. At the thought that the friend of his child- 
hood, whom he had ever treasured in his heart, 
the lovely, good, happy Lisbeth, thru the de- 
signs of a narrow woman, might become the wife 
of a person unworthy of her, at this very thought 
his heart rose in angry revolt against those who 
had plotted his uncle's fall and thereby had hurled 
him, the nephew, likewise down into the depths. 
He said to himself: "Henceforth you are not 
wanted in Lisbeth's company." It was evident 
this evening that the aunt wished him to under- 
stand this, and his self-respect suffered keenly 
under the conviction. 

Lisbeth, who suspected nothing of this interior 
struggle, asked in an intimate way : "Gero, you 
have told me nothing as yet of your uncle. You 
know that I am interested in all that concerns 
him. Please tell me how he is faring?" 

Gero was about to answer, but at the very mo- 
ment Steward Markot, the son of the Secretary, 
stood before them; after greeting the ladies he 
offered to introduce them to his mother who was 
anxious to meet them. Radiant with vanity and 
low-courtesying in appreciation of the inestima- 
ble honor, the aunt seized Lisbeth by the hand, 
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leading her with all speed to Her Excellency. The 
maiden extending her hand to Gero said: "You 
will excuse us, no doubt, we will meet again later 
and then you will tell me." 

A moment after they disappeared in the crowd, 
and Gero was left to himself. 



5. Introspections 

Gero looked around for a place where he might 
be alone. 

At the very entrance to the hall, among giant 
decorative vines, small tables were placed, at 
which wine and beer were served at three times 
the ordinary price, as is usual at bazaars. In a 
corner, hidden by huge ferns, stood a vacant 
table. From this vantage little or nothing could 
be seen in the hall, nor could a person be seen 
from the hall. Gero chose this nook, and after 
ordering a glass of wine, he settled back in his 
chair and gave himself up to gloomy, pessimistic 
thoughts. He took no notice of his environments 
nor did he regard a company of gentlemen on the 
other side of the wall of living green, who were 
enjoying Champagne with some hilarity. It 
was only when he heard his uncle's name, the 
physician in ordinary, distinctly spoken in their 
midst that he became attentive. For better or 
worse, he overheard the confidences which these 
gentlemen in their vinous humor interchanged. 

"It was a matter determined long ago," Gero 
heard from across, "of which we were well aware. 
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The physician had become a menace. It must be 
granted, he is a capable doctor whose equal the 
queen will never find, and withal he is an old 
man grown gray in her confidence, but in spite 
of it all, he was no diplomat. When the queen, at 
first from mere curiosity and by way of diversion, 
later on, however, in bitter earnestness, asked 
him concerning this or that point in political life, 
or his opinion of this or that Minister, he an- 
swered her with a bluffness that was artless and 
staggering; this straightforwardness, but es- 
pecially the why and how with which he support- 
ed his opinions, impressed Her Majesty. It must 
be confessed he was wide awake, and no one, not 
even a statesman or diplomat ever deceived him. 
He knew how to condense into a phrase the char- 
acter of a court official, and such an epitome was 
gospel truth to the queen. She in her turn brought 
it all to the king, and in this way more than once 
grievously interfered in the plans of the Minis- 
ters/' 

"What despicable honor!" muttered one; an- 
other opined: "Well, and why should she not? 
If I were His Majesty, I would listen to my wife 
as much at least as to a Privy-Councilor." 

The narrator continued : "This was of course, 
a condition unbearable to His Excellency Markot. 
Those who know him are aware that he alone will 
rule in the kingdom. 

"The king should " 

The voice now sank to a murmur. Gero un- 
derstood nothing, but from the unintelligible 
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whispering and subdued laughter he inferred that 
the speaker had used some forcible expression. 
The latter continued: "His Excellency Markot 
hates the Ultramontanes thoroughly and irrecon- 
cilably " 

"We all know that," one of them remarked 
loudly, the others laughing, "and the Ultramon- 
tanes hate him equally in return. It is his opin- 
ion, shared, he says, by all the intelligent 
men of the nineteenth century, that Ultramon- 
tanism and Catholicism as strongholds have fal- 
len. Time and again his regulations, moulded to 
these views, were passed by the king. It was, of 
course, not easily effected, because the king wish- 
ed to offend none of his subjects, and for a time 
it was hard for him to understand — but finally — " 

Again the speaker whispered something which 
Gero could not catch but their vociferous "Ha! 
ha!" attested that some pointed remark had been 
uttered. "So it went on," continued the last 
speaker in an audible tone. "But all of a sud- 
den there came an ugly break. His Excellency 
Markot and the Lord Chamberlain, who hold to- 
gether for good or evil, began agitating the neces- 
sity of restricting Catholic Monasticism. It is 
the very flower of Ultramontanism." 

This was followed by loud laughing. 

"Opposition, however, was at hand. The king, 
not exactly averse in the beginning, began rais- 
ing difficulties. He asked for proofs that the Or- 
ders were a menace, a matter surely that cannot 
be proven like black on white." 



Digitized by Google 



Christopher 



37 



"Very true," the others assented. 

"The king grounded himself upon the rights 
of the Church of Rome; in short, he refused to 
yield. Premier Markot, suspecting the real cause 
of this opposition to be the queen, prepared to 
fight her." 

"Just like Markot !" mumbled one. 

"He said to himself: 'It is either I — or the 
queen !' But backing the queen, with crafty Jesuit- 
ism, stood her Catholic physician, — yes, gentle- 
men, he is practically a Jesuit — " the narrator 
affirmed. 

"How's that — he never goes to church," some- 
one ventured to remark. 

"That makes no difference, he is dispensed by 
the General of the Jesuits, who can dispense from 
all laws even beyond the Pope." 

"Indeed!" "Abominable!" they all exclaimed. 

"It was a question, then, of breaking the neck 
of this man. 

"He must be removed from all association with 
the queen. As serving this plot there arose at 
this very time an agitation, as you know, among 
the people. In the country and especially among 
the Evangelicals, who, thank God, believe still 
as firmly as ever that Jesuits are goat-footed — " 

Merry laughter resounded. 

"The story that the queen intended to become 
Catholic, was sedulously spread and received ere- 
dence more and more. This was the more readily 
believed because her physician in ordinary, as 
everyone knew, was an undiluted Ultramontan- 
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ist; and as brilliantly fitting in, his only son had 
become a Jesuit/' 

"A Benedictine, I think," sipoke one of them, 
correcting; to which the speaker responded: 
"That makes no difference, to call him a Jesuit 
was more inciting." 

"But the old man disinherited him and cast 
him out." 

"No matter, that was a deception merely. In 
short, a commotion, as it was called, quite for- 
midable, arose among the Evangelicals; publicly 
and covertly, interpellations and protests were 
handed in. Of course, His Excellency Markot, 
the Lord Chamberlain and others, had the reigns 
from the beginning well in hand, and in this way, 
secretly, all was gotten ready for the decisive blow. 
A pretext merely was needed, and such was soon 
and readily provided by the excitable tempera- 
ment of the Court Physician. On account of some 
slight mishap in the kitchen he berated the Chief 
Steward, who in turn quickly took him up and 
finished him to a turn." 

"The prowler's luck!" the audience laughed. 

"The plot was now in motion. The Court 
Marshal lodged his grievance against him and 
the Lord Chamberlain apprising the king of the 
feeling among the Evangelicals, demanded for 
reasons of State the dismissal of the physician in 
ordinary. The king was faced with the alter- 
natives, as explained to him, either to lose his 
Ministry and invite an uprising or to dismiss the 
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queen's physician. He hesitated, but gave in at 
last, and — " 

"What about the queen?" was asked, when all 
was quiet. 

"The queen with her whole energy stood by 
her physician, who, as a matter of course, was 
guiltless in her eyes; she protested; she went 
the length of promising the king never to speak 
with the physician on any matter of a political 
nature; weeping, she begged that her old physi- 
cian be left her — all to no purpose. At last, af- 
ter a hard struggle, she yielded to the inevitable, 
with the express statement, however, that she 
did so only from personal love to the king and 
that she claimed the right to grant her physician 
a farewell audience. And so it happened." 

A pause ensued. 

To the clinking of Champagne glasses, the 
small company cheered: 

"Long live the king! May the will of the 
king endure!" "And the will of His Excellency 
von Markot; he has gained the victory!" 

Again the crystals clinked and Gero heard the 
muted words: "Down with the Ultromontanes, 
out with the Jesuits!" Dazed and exasperated 
by these disclosures, Gero strove for a while 
to find himself again. "The will of the king!" 
he laughed with bitterness, — "not at all, but the 
will of an ambitious, proud man dominates and 
rules without restriction over millions ; of a man 
uplifted from the dust, raised to the first place in 
the State by the king, and who by to-morrow may 
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be sent back whence he came: this is the will 
which dominates His Majesty by the grace of 
God." 

He ground his teeth in anger. 

6. Lisbeth's Choice 

At this very moment a servant flitted upon the 
scene to take away his empty glass. 

"Bring Champagne, please !" Gero requested, 
his eyes aflame. He sat erect as if coming out 
from a dream. Then he soliloquized: 

"It has come to this, then, that the all-powerful 
wills of the king and the queen must conform and 
bow to what a certain Sir Markot wishes or finds 
expedient. And why? Perhaps, because the king 
if* constrained to give him right? Not at all; but 
because the Minister has overawed him, with — 
with the still mightier will of the people — " 

"The Will of the People!" Gero exclaimed as 
the Champagne was set before him, "will be the 
star henceforth to guide me." 

Coincidently, Lisbeth and her aunt appeared 
from out the crowd near-by. "She carries her 
head an inch higher than before," Gero remarked 
on observing the aunt. 

"The atmosphere of 'Excellency' surrounds 
them," he scoffed as they were approaching, "too 
rarified for common folk." 

Lisbeth smiled, but was almost terrified when 
she beheld his face. 

"Gero, you are not well," she said concerned. 
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"Oh, thank you, Your Excellency to be," he mock- 
ed, "nothing ails me, on the contrary, altho 
placed in the shade and you in the light of the 
sun, I feel better mentally than an hour ago." 

"I am glad to see you have come at last to 
distinguish between light and shade," said the 
aunt swelling with self-esteem, "indeed, you may 
well congratulate Lisbeth, who, on this the night 
of her life, was introduced to the most select com- 
pany at the bazaar." 

"I hardly dare to ask you, then, whether my 
company is still agreeable and whether you can 
bear with me until our going home," he retorted. 

"But, Gero, how sarcastic you are to-night," 
Lisbeth remarked. He answered: "I have been 
made keen." 

And while the aunt was gazing elsewhere, he 
added in a bitter tone: "Lisbeth! Lisbeth! our 
ways are now drifting apart. I am not as yet 
some poor fellow down and out, my uncle is that, 
but I am fallen nevertheless. I must take up the 
struggle of life, for I am not a Premier's son — " 

"Gero, I beseech you!" Lisbeth cried. 

"I speak with all seriousness," he continued, 
not noticing her agitation ; "in a few days I will 
arrange my affairs and then probably journey 
to other parts. Whether time will be left to bid 
you good-by I cannot tell. Therefore I beg you 
now for a farewell token — it may be forever. No 
one, of course, knows if our paths in life shall 
ever cross again — but yes or no, rest assured I 
will always treasure the old friendship of child- 
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hood days ; remember me sometimes, and may you 
become very happy!" 

Lisbeth, whose eyes were filled with tears at 
words so solemn, could reply with only a few 
words because the aunt was again facing her. 
She confined herself to remarking in an under- 
tone: "Gero, I beg you, take to praying again, 
and return to your religious duties." 

"Is that all you have to tell me?" 

"Yes, Gero, because it contains all, and, more- 
over, our time to-night is up." 

So they parted. 

Three weeks later a decisive day dawned for 
Lisbeth. The aunt had long foreseen or, rather, 
prepared for it. Lord Secretary Markot had more 
than a half-dozen children; three of them were 
daughters, the others, sons, one of whom was an 
officer in the cavalry. The father's fortune was 
not of such a size to leave if divided equally, to 
each child a very great portion; a maiden cir- 
cumstanced as Lisbeth, was .therefore acceptable 
enough. It was not at all surprising, then, that 
the Lord Steward Markot one beautiful morning 
in early spring, presented himself in handsomest 
toilet, to beg an interview with Lisbeth and ask 
for her hand. Lisbeth, thanking him calmly and 
politely, told him plainly to look eslewhere for 
a bride. The tone and the manner of her refusal 
convinced the unhappy wooer instantly that his 
suit was hopeless. In the genteel manner of a 
worldling he bowed himself out but not without 
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showing his resentment at the unexpected humi- 
liation. 

"Permit me to say," he stammered as he was 
leaving," that His Majesty has remarked to papa 
it would please him to see us united. The will of 
the king 99 

"The king's will," interrupted Lisbeth with 
bell-like voice, "interferes not in such affairs ; and 
if it should. I would be obliged to appeal to a 
higher tribunal." 

"To what tribunal?" 

"To the bar of my will and conscience," she re- 
plied with emphasis. 

A minute after the Steward had gone, Lisbeth, 
who until that time was self-possessed, sank back 
into the sofa-corner, sobbing: "0 Gero! Gero!" 
Within an hour she was kneeling in the chapel 
of the hospital, where she prayed long and fer- 
vently. Her conscience bore witness that what 
she had said and done was right. 

PART SECOND 
The Will of the People 

1. The Man of the People 
"The most beautiful day of my life!" Gero ex- 
claimed with animation, glancing every now and 
then at a leader in a newspaper which he held 
nervously in his hands. The conclusion of the 
article ran thus : "Secretary Markot has resign- 
ed, his successor is known to the people; he is 
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the choice of the popular vote: Gero long live 

the new Secretary of State !" 

This was late one night, several years subse- 
quent to the last events. Gero was in his thirty- 
second year. He was of imposing figure, tall, 
lithe and healthy. For a young man, however, 
his features were too angular, his cheeks too 
pale; his brow was prematurely furrowed and 
contracted, his eyes wanted calm and poise ; add 
to this a shock of hair and a beard untrained 
and unkempt, and you have his picture, the pic- 
ture of a fanatic or rather of a "world-reformer." 

Gero was not only a man of work but also and 
especially a man who continually planned, urged, 
agitated ; a "man of the day." 

To-day he acknowledged to himself his ef- 
forts had been successful. An enthusiastic wor- 
shiper of the Court barely five years ago, he had 
changed to a radical counterpart. In the days 
when his uncle basked in the sunlight of royal 
favor and he, the nephew, in its reflection, he 
pictured the king to himeslf as a being of tran- 
scendent worth, whose every word and action 
must be perfect. It is not astounding, then, that 
scandalized at the treatment his uncle had re- 
ceived, his sentiments were completely reversed. 
"If the all-powerful Secretary and the Crowned 
Heads must bow to the Will of the People, then 
it will serve my interests to serve the people," 
Gero reasoned. "Besides, the people, after all, 
are better and fairer than the courtiers who rule ; 
the people are just and faithful, and therefore 
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it is to my interests to side with them." Such 
was his present position, for which he fought with 
all enthusiasm. He was a member of that party 
which claimed to be solely the people's party and 
which purposed to govern with and thru the 
people only. It was not long till he was buried 
in the troughs of tempestuous agitation. 

Gero enjoyed a remunerative practice in a large 
provincial town; moreover, being an able physi- 
cian, obliging and popular, he was before long 
chosen leader of its political life. The appalling 
mistakes of the State authorities helped onward 
the radical tendencies of the times. Gero found 
an additional spur in the chief official of his 
circuit. He was none other than the Secretary's 
son, the erstwhile Lord Steward. Gero did all in 
his power to make this man unacceptable to the 
people arid he succeeded. Shortly before, the 
doctor had been enthusiastically elected to the 
Reichstag, in spite of the fierce opposition of the 
former Court Steward and his backing of forest- 
ers, rangers, road makers and wood cutters. As 
Representative his work-capacity, powerful and 
unsparing, was again in evidence. He was quick- 
ly regarded and feared as the keenest spokesman 
for the Radical Popular Party ; on this particular 
day he had won a signal victory. After a two 
days' debate, Secretary Markot was forced to ask 
for a vote of confidence; this fired Gero to white- 
heat. In the presence of the full Assembly and 
of the Representatives of the Provinces, in the 
bearing of a gallery packed to suffocation, he, for 
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more than three hours, pilloried the political sins 
of the powerful Minister, till the loud and mighty 
applause of the people almost lifted the roof of 
the Parliamentary Building. At last he brought 
his fiery speech, which had been spoken regard- 
less of consequences, to a close with the ringing 
peroration: "It is the People who speak; it is 
the wish of the People that no further confidence 
be voted the present Ministry — nor a penny 
more." 

The Mighty One, deathly pale, responded weak- 
ly and ineffectually; the vote confirmed his fall! 
That very night the Secretary handed in his 
resignation to the king, which was accepted. The 
Will of the People, with which Markot many a 
time had cowed the king, had finally turned 
against the Minister himself. 

In an article of the partisan paper upon the 
resignation, Gero was singled out as the one who 
had unseated the hated Markot and had assured 
victory to the People's Will ; as the one who was 
spoken of as most likely to succeed the late Min- 
ister. In that case the "Tribune of the People" 
would be revenged upon him who had dismissed 
his uncle and humiliated the queen. 

"The most glorious day of my life!" Gero re 
peated again and again late that night as he was 
standing alone at an open window which faced 
the public square. Only two hours ago the com- 
mon was ablaze with the lurid, fantastic light of 
thousands of torches carried by an immense 
throng of admirers, whose tumultuous shouts 
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and cheers sounded like the booming of the ocean 
billows breaking against a shelving shore. 

The burden of the applause in one way or an- 
other was always the same: "Hurrah for Gero! 
Three cheers for the Tribune of the People 1" Gero 
was the popular idol, the spokesman of the peo- 
ple. The air was still heavy with the fumes 
and the exhalations of the torches, and Gero 
sniffed them up greedily on the veranda, whence 
he had addressed the inspiriting words to the peo- 
ple. 

The place was now deserted and he in his room 
alone. All at once he felt the loneliness of his 
position weigh him down. "Why, oh, why, have 
I no one/' escaped his lips, "with whom to share 
my present triumph!" Before the picture of his 
uncle above his desk, he stood and grieved: "If 
only thou hadst lived to see the revenge I got f or- 
thee ! The clique which embittered thy noble life 
is scattered; hurled to the earth is that Proud 
One from his Premier-seat, and the Chamberlain, 
bis ready tool, will follow. Alas! thou didst not 
live to see my triumph, nor to witness the turn 
affairs have taken! " 

Restlessly he walked up and down the room. 
"There is something, however, still wanting," he 
soliloquized, "a second self to share with me my 
happiness. What will I do now with all my good 
fortune, my honors, with the title of Excellency?" 

Suddenfy he looked upward as if inspired; 
then he laughed cheerfully and heartily. 
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"I have it," he spoke with deep emotion ; "she 
shall be the crown of my good fortune, she shall 
mirror my honors; my good genius she shall be 
and remain at my side to the end of my life. I 
am thirty-three, she twenty-four ; the whole Court 
will take notice and envy me when I present her 
to the king, as my bride." 

Then, after a pause: "and the poor Steward 
Markot who once upon a time thought that in 
courting he honored her, will now be glad if Her 
Excellency to be, will deign even to look at him. 
Ha ! ha ! So does luck change !" 

Sitting down, Gero wrote — to Lisbeth. He 
was well aware that she was still single, altho 
he had not seen her now for a long time. 

He wrote her of his success to date, of his 
prospect to become Secretary of State; he then 
went on to say that he had accomplished thru 
the will of the people what he had formerly hoped 
to achieve thru the will of the king; he al- 
luded to a yearning within him, for a second self 
to share his life and happiness, and concluded 
with the prayer that she inform him whether he 
might come to receive from her the deciding, 
binding word. Sealing the letter and confiding 
it to a servant, he lay down to rest. 



2. Bursted Soap Bubbles 
Two days later came Lisbeth's answer to Gero. 
Among other things she wrote: "Moreover, 
dear Gero, I must tell you plainly that your life 
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and the bent of your mind during the last years 
did not appeal to me. Scanning the list of names 
of those who pose as your friends and admirers, 
I have reason to fear for you. They are mostly 
men without faith, who never visit a church, 
never receive a Sacrament, and are absolutely 
unconcerned about God. The newspapers of your 
party which praise you to the skies, are un- 
abashed in their mockery of God and of His Holy 
Church; by luring men to the taverns, by the 
frivolous way in which they treat of the respect 
due to the clergy and to parents, by spreading 
the most shocking lies about the Church, they 
have done immense injury to many congrega- 
tions. 

"There is not a redeeming feature in their 
make-up; their purpose is simply to ruin society 
and to undermine Religion. And you, too, Gero, 
alas, are infected with this spirit. 

"You are a stranger to God, perhaps you no 
longer believe in him; at any rate, what I have 
known for a long time, your letter confirms, that 
you care little about Him. These dispositions are 
not proper ones for your project. I will not 
even speak about it but only warn you. Dear 
Gero, look at yourself in the company of such 
friends; I am alarmed at your success. These 
people, believe me, are deceiving you and making 
you their plaything. Do not, I beseech you, adore 
this Will of the People, of which you are con- 
tinually prating ; first become acquainted with it. 
I assure you I am little impressed with it at 
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times. But granted, the Will of the People raises 
you to the Premiership and forces the king to 
give his assent : me, that Will shall not com- 
mand. I know but one will, and that is the will 
of our good God in heaven. May His will be 
done now and forever! This will, according to 
all appearances, you have forgotten. Therefore, 
dear Gero, pray daily to Him. On the other 
hand, I cannot grant your request, I forbid you 
to visit me. If I am ever to listen and consent 
to you, you must as a Christian, as a believer, as 
a Catholic, become dear and desirable to me — 
such you are not now. This and not any 'Excel- 
lency' is my wish and the condition I make. From 
which you will infer — 99 

This was Lisbeth's answer. 

Her refusal was as determined as it was hon- 
est and sisterly. 

Lisbeth's answer, however, was beyond him; 
Gero had first to learn some preliminary lessons. 
The resignation of the all-powerful Secretary was 
made public a few days after and at the same 
time the nomination of his successor. 

Gero did not get the office but a wily diplomat 
who until now had kept well under cover. The 
same papers that had lauded Gero as the fittest 
man of the people, knew in an instant deftly to 
face about : it is not right to force an unwelcome 
man upon the king so long as the Premier is 
chosen from the People's Party; moreover, it is 
quite conceivable that the king would rather work 
with a man who had been less prominent than 
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Gero in the late agitation. Indeed, it is best so ; 
in that Gero failed of the Secretaryship, he is left 
to the people and their party with his herculean 
strength free and untrammeled and this, after all, 
is his special vocation. 

Gnashing his teeth, Gero threw the paper away, 
and stood a long time staring, a long time mute, 
as one who had lost all hope. Then he laughed 
bitterly. 

"The most beautiful day of my life — forsooth !" 
he stammered. "To-day I am a fallen man the 
same as His Excellency Markot ! First, I am hand- 
ed the mitten by Lisbeth in a letter of stupid in- 
structions, and secondly, my own party gives me 
the cold shoulder ." 

"Ha ! ha ! its well so," he muttered angrily, that 
Lisbeth refused me, because I could not, despite 
my promise, have made her an Excellency. Well, 
the people wanted it so— or, rather, the couple of 
adventurers who lead them by the nose as the 
Sclovene leads the bear — and I, too, was quite 
acceptable to them for nose-ringing and for per- 
forming their menial political work, but they 
garnered the fruit of my labor, of my inspiration, 
of my speeches and battles, and for such work 
they will welcome me in future. — The poor peo- 
ple!" 

In this way ended Gero's "most glorious day." 
His fortune, like a many-hued soap bubble, had 
dissolved in an instant. 
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3. A Visitation 



A year of heavy adversity had been weighing 
upon the land. A drought had prevailed for 
months, such as men had never known. Day in, 
day out, not a fleck was to be seen in the skies ; 
the sun, torrid, scorching, traveled his accustomed 
course ; the winds came from the east, the north, 
the south — but they brought no clouds, no rain. 
Gardens and fields lay wilt and burnt ; the streams 
and rivers were nearly dry; wells were guarded 
to stint all comers to the smallest measure; the 
cattle in their stalls bellowed for food and water, 
and the poor farmers, in order to realize at least 
something on them and save themselves from 
starvation, were compelled to sell by the thous- 
ands and for a trifle their starved, cadaverous 
cows and oxen. 

This visitation from God pressed terribly upon 
yeoman and peasant. Many a one during 
these days bethought himself in bitter sorrow, 
that what he was now made to suffer, was well 
deserved on account of his frivolous life and greed 
for pleasure in the past. Gero felt deeply this 
misfortune affecting hundreds of thousands. Liv- 
ing in a provincial town, he had occasion to visit 
the country often, and thus to become acquainted 
face to face with the misery of the rural folk. Be- 
cause of his profound disillusionment in political 
matters, he withdrew, but not entirely, from the 
People's Party. He devoted himself more exclu- 
sively to his medical practice, which becoming 
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very large in consequence, afforded him a ready- 
excuse to his fellow-members for his lack of so- 
cialistic aggressiveness. 

He had done more than this, however. Touched 
to his heart by the present want, he felt himself 
obliged as far as he was able, to relieve it. He 
took no fee from the poor or the stricken, and by 
way of compensation, compelled the better-situat- 
ed farmers to stable or to buy feed for the cow 
or the goat of the honest cottagers. To some 
he gave money for provender, for others he went 
security to enable them to buy food which the 
Relief Commission had brought into the land. All 
this was a proof that in spite of any worldly- 
mindedness and in spite of the fact that he was 
as ever averse to his faith and his Church, he had 
still the nobility of a generous heart. 

"The doctor must be immensely rich," the poor 
people said one to another, ignorant of the fact 
that Gero had sacrificed several thousands already 
of his inheritance, which was by no means large. 
All that he received in return was a "God bless 
you!" from hearts full of faith avA Gratitude, 
and Our Fathers and Rosaries which were sent 
to heaven from a hundred poor cottages, to plead 
for him. With touched and solemn mien he 
thanked the peasants whenever they spoke of 
praying for him. One evening, careworn and 
weary, he was returning to town from the coun- 
try. His face was thinned and his raven locks, 
covertly as yet, were silver-streaked, his hair 
was turning gray at the terrible sights which 
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everywhere stared him in the face. He was 
doubly serious to-day. He had come from the 
house of a bedridden woman, who had related to 
him the misery of her daughter and son-in-law. 
They still possessed four head of cattle, to pur- 
chase which, a Jew had already several times 
visited them. If compelled to sell them the young 
couple would be ruined, because, being already 
in debt, they would never again be able to pur- 
chase others even upon the return of better times. 
Gero could not refuse the pleadings of the dying 
mother, who begged that he would help her chil- 
dren as he had helped so many others. In order 
to console her and to encourage the young peo- 
ple, he promised to do so, but where the money 
was to come from, he knew not. 

In this mood he came home. Two letters were 
awaiting him. 

The one was from his party-friends ; they had 
planned a mass-meeting for the town where he 
resided, which he must without fail attend and 
address. Ill-humored, Gero pushed the letter to 
one side. 

The other letter, sealed, was quite bulky ; open- 
ing the same, he drew forth ten One Hundred 
Mark bills and this note : "Knowing that you are 
thoroughly familiar with the misery of the coun- 
try people and aware of your efforts in their be- 
half, I confide the enclosed sum to your gener- 
ous hand to dispose of as you see fit. I ask for no 
accounting, but insist that you inquire not who 
the sender might be ; you will not find him." 
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There was no signature. The stamp bore the 
impress of the capital city. 

Gero was speechless. Then going to the res- 
taurant where he generally supped he hastily 
ordered a bite and handed the keeper one of the 
bills to change. "Is it genuine?" he joked — and 
yet seriously; the innkeeper brought the change 
and said: "You may bring me a dozen more of 
these: they'll come handy wheri buying wine; 
silver and gold' is a nuisance/' 

Gero did not stay; his horse ready, he trotted 
with all speed to the poor mother whom he had 
left a few hours ago. Without ceremony he 
placed a Hundred-Mark bill in her hand. The 
dying woman, with her hands raised to heaven, 
without any introductory word, began to pray in 
a loud voice: "Our Father, who art in heaven, 

hallowed be Thy name 99 She prayed as one 

prays in the very presence of God — even the doc- 
tor for a while was blotted from her sight. After 
which she thanked and called down upon him the 
blessings of God, a thousand, thousand times. 

Gero rode homeward slowly in the bright moon- 
lit night, feeling truly happy, and went to bed. 
In the night he dreamed he was a young student 
again, boating on the lake of his picturesque 
home. Beyond, on the farther shore, an appari- 
tion, with golden locks and white-robed, was call- 
ing him with a clear silver-voice: "Fetch over!" 
Sleep-enthralled and heavy, he answered not. 
Again he heard: "Fetch over!" He saw now 
it was the Divine Child Itself that called, but his 
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bodily members were leaden, he could not an- 
swer, he could not move. Then did the Infant 
Christ complain that It was alone by the shore 
shivering with cold and Gero heeded not Its call- 
ing. — Yet Gero wished to answer but could not; 
he was as one bound and paralyzed. Thereupon, 
the Holy Child, the Son of God, glorified walked 
over the waves with lightest tread and coming 
up to Gero, stopped at his side and bent over 
him Its sweet, blessed face. It called again: 
"Gero, why do you leave me alone?" Bracing 
himself with all energy and mustering his full 
gigantic strength, he aroused himself, stretched 
forth his arms, and with a powerful voice, 
cried: "Son of God — I come! Here I am!" The 
Child Jesus inclined to him and rested in his arms 
in a way so trustfully, so sweetly, that he, in vi- 
vid rapture, awoke. 

The following morning while rehearsing this 
dream which had come in the night after a most 
laborious day — he uttered all at once uncon- 
sciously : "That was a glorious day I" 

4. Behind the Scenes 

While Gero was returning from the poor wom- 
an, some of his party associates enjoying their 
wine, were in intimate converse at the Capital. 
The place was a small, hidden room to which 
none but the initiated had entrance. 

The agitation of the country was the subject. 
The Chairman elucidated: "The time to act is 
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now. In prosperous days the yeomanry are con- 
tented and will have nothing to do with us. They 
are now in the fire, and the iron must be forged 
while it is hot. It is dissatisfaction which will 
guarantee success; such prevails at present; it 
is only necessary to quicken it. To do this is our 
task. A mass-meeting must be called of the rural 
folks, on which occasion the principal speaker 
must treat of the hard times. He will picture to 
the burghers nothing but grim despair; that 
henceforth their prospects are forever bounded 
by a horizon of want and anxiety, misery and 
impending ruin. He, our friend and partisan, 
will be able to do this and with a mien most 
sympathetic. He will leave them no alternative, 
no hope, and behold, they will act like hunt- 
ed game in a round-up ; they will be chased into 
our enclosure, namely, into our party. Every 
man among them will come to us — as the result 
of the rainless times and the drought !" 

"Well said, excellently outlined!" smirked one 
of them, raising his glass: "Clink to mine, long 
live the drought!" 

A storm of laughter rewarded the poor joke. 

The Chairman continued : "Handbills are print- 
ing which will be distributed among the crowd. 
These will contain only harrowing stories about 
this dry season, about crop-failures, about un- 
merciful foresters and magistrates, sated monks 
and priests and Representatives, who gormandize 
and live riotously, while the farmer is starving. 
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"Out in the country they will swallow it all. 
They will come to us in throngs, and we must see 
to it that they come painted red, blood-red, the 
bigoted ruralists, to serve as ready cannon-fuel." 

"Three cheers for the stupid peasantry !" some 
one exclaimed; "we'll succeed in time in forcing 
enlightenment into their thick heads, in making 
them understand the nonsense of praying, sing- 
ing, pilgrimaging, Mass-attendance. Once we have 
them cut loose from the priests, they are ours, 
and are ready for any revolt, good or bad. Once 
they cease to fear the priests and the stories which 
they tell them, they will cease at the same time 
to fear the officers and the magistrates ; once they 
rebel against the priests, they will rebel against 
the king/' 

"Well put," remarked another, "a mass-meeting 
must be got up, at which we will paint the walls 
ever with devils, despair and famine, and con- 
vince the crowd that not a man nor an animal 
will be alive by to-morrow. Keep the issue, how- 
ever, clouded." 

" Tis a fine venture a baisse !" One of the con- 
fidants laughingly informed his fellow, "it ought 
to succeed in the country." 

"But one thing isnecessary still," said the Chair- 
man in concluding his explanation: "We need a 
man well-thought-of among the rural folk, one in 
whom they trust. Such a one is Gero. He is all 
to the people. If he comes to the meeting and sits 
at the table next to the president, the farmers 
will follow; if he speaks but a few words, they 
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will join us bag and baggage. It is true he is 
offended and soured because he did not become 
His Excellency, but if we pay him a visit and 
flatter him he will come our way. Nothing else 
is required." 

"Excepting that the dry weather must hold on," 
laughed one, "and I have no doubt, for our sakes 
it will continue." 

"May this fair weather prevail," a sinister- 
looking fellow scoffed and smiled. 

"He can afford to laugh," one of the party re- 
marked; "the last three weeks he has been buy- 
ing cattle dog-cheap from the farmers, which in 
a half year they will be obliged to re-purchase at 
six times the price. Whole trainloads of starving 
cattle are passing thru the country weekly, in 
charge of his son-in-law and himself ; a man must 
kiss the buyer's hand to receive even twenty 
marks for a cow before it drops from starvation. 
The farmers are growing poor, but Moses and 
his family are getting rich as Rothschild thru 
the drought." 

With a smirk Moses parried the words of his 
neighbor : "Take the weather as you find it. The 
present is an elegant time, a profitable time, a 
time when business is possible." Thus he talked 
and chuckled while dangling a large diamond ring 
ablaze with light. 

"That is worth its fifty double gold pieces," 
someone appraised ; "no doubt the proceeds from 
your cattle-buying?" 
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"Unadvertised, yes," Moses replied; "it came 
my way and I bought it for my Jetty for 1500 
marks cash ; my wife Jetty shall wear it in grate- 
ful remembrance of this dry year and the bless- 
ing it has brought us. She will be delighted with 
the stone." 

"Listen, Moses," one of the company enjoined, 
"you will politely stay away from our meeting. 
The farmers need not know that you also belong 
to us. Should they see you on the tribune, they 
would jeer and club you and all of us, and our 
play would be spoiled. You will stay away en- 
tirely; do you understand?" 

Moses was not in the least offended. He laugh- 
ed and said: "I never dreamed of appearing be- 
fore the farmers with you. I do my business 
without you, and you yours without me, that is 
quite in order." 

It was in this fashion the meeting of "The 
Reds" was organized. 

5. The Mass Meeting 
The meeting really came to pass and was well 
attended. This is not astonishing, for it was in- 
defatigably canvassed among the people, who on 
account of the unexampled aridity of these ter- 
rible days had nothing to do. Gero was there also 
and occupied the seat of honor next the presi- 
dent so that he could be seen by all. He respond- 
ed coldly to the cordiality of his party-fellows. 
Meditative, buried in thought, he sat on the plat- 
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form gravely, calm as a statue of bronze. On the 
one hand, he listlessly mustered the crowd, — the 
lean, starved visages of the small and middle- 
class farmers, deep-furrowed with care and priva- 
tion; their careworn faces, their sad and dis- 
heartened look; on the other, he followed with 
tense study the matter of the speakers, his mien 
becoming the more earnest and forbidding the 
longer they held forth. 

It was really awful to hear with what refine- 
ment the first of these platform ranters knew 
deftly to picture to these people their wretched- 
ness in dyes deeper than they really were. With 
real pleasure he prodded their wounds to enlarge 
rather than to ease them with soothing balm. 
It was quite evident that, instead of encourag- 
ing and consoling them, his purpose was to de- 
prive them of the last vestige of hope. Blind as 
fate, heartless and terrible, from whose grip 
there is no escape — such in the speaker's words, 
was the present misfortune ; with a studied silence 
he passed faith by, and trust in a living God. Its 
purport was to teach the people to forget God, 
their Father in heaven, from whom this visita- 
tion had come; to forget that He the Almighty 
is the Maker of the weather, who can send help 
at any moment; to forget that He who permits 
this trial to come upon them, can also help them 
in a thousand ways to bear it with profit ; to for- 
get that even while punishing, He loves His own 
and will never burden them with more than they 
can bear. They must be torn away from God and 
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His promises, to be handed over to despair or to 
sullen, pagan f aint-heartedness ; they must be 
brought to look upon God as their enemy, to hate 
Him, to revolt against Him — upon such a foun- 
dation the demagogue essayed to establish a new 
order of things. At first the simple people could 
not catch the drift of the discourse ; they nodded 
and looked at each other gravely, and ascribed 
the exaggerations of the orator to his excessive 
concern for their welfare. They were soon to 
be disabused. 

The speakers in turn with satanic mockery, 
hardly discernible, but in a manner deadly poi- 
sonous to the Christian mind, dwelt upon prayer 
as futile and without effect. They praised in a 
Questionable way, the good people for being faith- 
ful, pious Catholics, attached to their schools, as- 
siduous in attending church, and holding with 
their priests to the Catholic party. The simple peo- 
ple noticed not the implied contempt in this 
praise bestowed upon them by the speakers, nor 
the sarcasm in their simulated pity. "Therefore 
the harder and the more astonishing must this 
visitation seem to you who merited a rich bless- 
ing most assuredly, and not a punishment. ,, For 
such deeds as theirs, they were told, the blessing 
of God had been promised time and again; there- 
fore it must be a severe test to-day for their pa- 
tience and their faith to face the present trial. 
The priests pray daily for rain — but it is of no 
use. The lords of the Center Party can do still 
less; day and night the honest farmers and 
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their wives and children are praying, and pil- 
grimaging and vowing, — it is all to no purpose. 
"The Heavens are deaf," they exclaimed, "a 
thousand times more so than in the days of 
Eliah. At that time, upon the people's prayer, 
rain came at last; it is not so now. O you good 
people !" they cried, "if a scientist would appear in 
your midst to-day, who, working upon the air by 
some learned method, would produce rain with- 
in twice twenty-four hours, would not he be your 
man? Well, such a one will come; he will cer- 
tainly come when progress and enlightenment 
have advanced a little more. Your grandchil- 
dren will perhaps speak thus: 'My parents and 
grandparents prayed for weather; I have simply 
to turn a crank and the weather I want will 
come/ It will then no longer be necessary pa- 
tiently to abide the pleasure of heaven to send 
rain or let the sun shine, till one begins to doubt 
even the existence of a God, who, tho seeing 
your misery, will not send help. — " 

With an ill-temper Gero listened to this ag- 
gravating incitement against faith in the Provi- 
dence of God. In the face of many an auditor 
he saw fierce, terrible doubts, and blasphemous 
temptations against God struggling for mastery ; 
but he also saw that the majority with growing 
estrangement and deepening exasperation were 
attending to what was being declaimed. 

The speakers were applauded by a dozen or so 
of their city fellows, but treated with reserve by 
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the audience. The strangers had really gone too 
far in their speeches. 

An old man, the gray-haired pensioned teacher, 
now begged for the privilege of the floor. As 
much as the Chairman deprecated the wish, he 
could not refuse his consent. The schoolmaster 
ascended the tribune. Without saying a word, he 
turned round and with outstretched arm pointed 
to the corner of the hall where, between branches 
of palm, hung the crucifix. "Holy God in heaven," 
he began with trembling voice, "Thou hast been 
blasphemed in this assembly. Thou art no longer 
necessary, it has been declared. Attempt has 
been made to make the people distrust Thee. I 
am eighty-three years of age and have taught 
young and old to hallow Thy name and to trust 
in Thee: Is this the truth or is it not, ye men?" 
he asked veering about and facing the assembly. 
"I have a right to address you as your old teacher, 
as teacher of your parents and of your children." 

"Conclude!" shouted the urbanites, awed by 
the deep change which was taking place in the 
crowd as the teacher spoke. 

"Down with the antiquated schoolmaster!" 
screamed some of them. 

"Order, liberty for the speaker!" thundered 
a mighty voice thru the hall; it was Gero, who 
had sprung to his full height and stood facing 
the president. The latter had made no move to 
reprimand the disturbers or to shield the old man 
against rowdyism. 

Gero's intervention was effective. The black- 
guards mumbled a curse, the whole assembly, 
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however, with an almost joyous unanimity greeted 
their beloved doctor, "Good for you I" Many called 
upon Gero to speak; the suggestion was received 
with acclamation. 

The old teacher, however, continued: "I am 
thankful for the energetic support which enables 
me to finish my address. I am especially re- 
joiced to see Doctor Gero, a man so universally 
esteemed, stand up for the right of honest speech. 
But even if I stood here alone, I would record my 
protest against the heinous crime perpetrated 
within this hour ujpon this tribune, a crime 
against the Almighty and Holy God/' — derisive 
laughter from the urban partisans — "and against 
the people. 

"In the name of all the fair-minded and in my 
own name, I protest as a Christian, as a believer 
in the Son of God, against those blasphemies. It 
is a sin and a stigma to listen to such stuff quietly 
and bear the name Christian." 

"Amen! sermon! — Conclusion!" hateful voices 
interposed. Despite the interruption, the teacher 
facing the crucifix continued : "In this assembly, 
I, as first in years, beg Thee, Lord, Son of God, 
to forgive us that in our midst Thou wert in- 
sulted ; pardon all of us, but especially those who 
were the cause of this great scandal." Jeering 
cries interrupted the old man. "We don't want 
a sermon! — Shut up! — We'll say what we please! 
— Down with the Blacks! Long live Liberty!" 
Such were the calls that intermingled, with the 
^Hurrahs!" bellowed by the enemies of God. 
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Very few of the ruralists, however, allowed them- 
selves to be swept away. Before the last af- 
fected cheer had died away, there came slowly 
and solemnly upwelling from the old peda- 
gogue's heart : "Thou alone art holy, Thou alone 
Lord, Thou the Supreme, Jesus Christ, in whom 
we believe, whom we love, upon whom we build, 
and from whom we will not suffer ourselves to be 
torn by all the powers of hell; for nowhere but 
in Thee is salvation for humanity !" 

No one now dared to interrupt the hoary con- 
fessor. The silence of death prevailed. Nor did 
anyone applaud, it would have seemed a dese- 
cration ; but friend and enemy knew that the old 
teacher had but voiced what was latent in the 
hearts of all. 

The Chairman could hardly restrain his in- 
dignation at this triumph of the spirit of Religion, 
and yet he feared to silence the teacher in ac- 
cordance with the wish of his associates. At 
last, however, he arose and began: "Gentlemen, 
I have permitted the professor, in spite of the 
objections of my colleagues, to speak — but, — of 
course, — and notwithstanding that he spoke of 
what does not at all concern a political gather- 
ing, namely, of Religion." 

"Who was the first to bring our Lord God upon 
this tribune and speak of Him as superfluous?" 
interrogated the teacher with quite juvenile ar- 
dor; "it was not I, it was you; I simply answered 
in turn !" "Good for you, so it was !" the people 
shouted, and "That settles it!" 
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Gero with lips set, concealed a smile; all the 
while he had intended to claim the floor, but at 
present he preferred to hear what would come 
next. The Chairman continued: "It is intellig- 
ible that none but a schoolmaster and one grown 
old under an antiquated system, would so confuse 
Religion and Politics as to make everything sub- 
servient to Religion. From this it is evident how 
out of date the old school-system is. Under its re- 
gime the teacher is the obedient servant of the 
priest and the school is more concerned with the 
interests of the piaster than in making good citi- 
zens and enlightened burghers of the children. 
It is merely additional evidence why Church and 
School must be separated, why the curse of 
priestly supervision must be lifted, and an ar- 
gument for non-sectarian instruction and a more 
liberal education for teachers; otherwise the 
people will forever remain under the ban of un- 
progressiveness and tyranny. 

"Teachers subject to priests are not fitted for 
the present times; nor is faith in the crucifix 
exactly required to teach reading, writing, and 
figuring. Light must dawn among the people, 
their rights must be secured and superstition 
be suppressed. We strangers desire only the wel- 
fare of the people, the enlightenment and emanci- 
pation of the people, that they may live and 
rule !" The sycophants of the Reds roared as per 
order: "Three Cheers!" The assembly in the 
meantime, had shifted its gaze to the powerful 
form of Gero, who having got up in turn was 
standing there on the tribune in his might. De- 
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signedly he had turned his back to the Reds and 
their following from the city ; he was face to face 
with The People. 

6. The Decision 

It was Gero's turn : "I beg your attention. It 
is not wrong for me to acknowledge that for 
years I have been a member and as the world 
knows an active member, of the party appearing 
before you to-day." 

"Exactly so !" the urbanites attested, glad that 
Gero avowed it publicly. He continued: "Mean- 
while, alas, I have gathered from experience, da- 
ta bitter and convincing. The conviction growing 
within me for years, has to-day been confirmed, 
that to entrap the farmer nothing is so effective 
or so serviceable in all the world than just three 
big, mighty words. The words are, Liberty, Love 
of Country, Welfare of The People. 'Liberty' 
is the cry of every worthless scamp who stands 
justly accused and condemned by public opinion. 
When a rabid hater of Catholicism, whether 
news-editor or Court-Secretary, knows nothing 
else to say, he will shout : 'The Catholics are 
enemies of the nation, we alone are true National- 
ists and lovers of our country, and a million 
simpletons will take up the cry. Alas, there are 
individuals also who every minute are mouthing 
the words, 'People/ 'People's Good/ 'People's 
Rights/ who in a thousand times sixty minutes 
care not a straw for the people or their happi- 
ness; they call themselves friends of the people 
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and are in truth their enemies, their ruin. The 
'Welfare of The People* is the bait of many a party 
to procure votes. Go behind the scenes to witness 
the doings of certain societies, and see the ex- 
ploiters and destroyers of the people fraterniz- 
ing. You simple people are ignorant of this, but 
I know it and therefore warn you: Beware of 
false prophets! — You understand!" 

With growing amazement friends and enemies 
listened; the latter in curses muttered their ill- 
suppressed hate; several shouted: "Finish!" but 
the people with immense applause demanded 
that he go on. 

Amid dead silence he continued: "If there is 
one here who can prove that I have overcharged 
him for services, or in demanding my dues have 
threatened him with a collector, or that my prac- 
tice discriminated between rich and poor, expel 
and whip me from this assembly. If I refuse 
to insist that the same test be applied to certain 
gentlemen who are now opposing me and whom 
I oppose and denounce, I do it — to save their 
skins." 

Thundering applause. 

Gero now turned to face his erstwhile friends. 
"You will allow me to address a few words to 
you, officials : I hold it my sacred duty to warn 
you, strangers and friends, to keep away from 
this place and vicinity!" 

"Hear, hear!" spoke some. Gero continued: 
"A heavy visitation of drought and barrenness, 
causing immense loss, is weighing upon the land. 
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But it has shown and taught me something I 
had never suspected. I have witnessed the rock- 
grounded faith of the poor afflicted people, their 
faith in Almighty God, the Lord of the world, 
who has the right to do as He wills. Not one 
dared to murmur or complain, on the contrary, 
thousands of hands as never before, were up- 
lifted praying for pity and pardon. I have seen 
among young and old an insuperable confidence 
in God, a sublime trust in His love and provi- 
dence. In hundreds of houses and cottages 
around here, I have witnessed the unobtrusive, 
touching, heart-moving patience with which child 
and man have bowed to the will of God; a pa- 
tience which to this very hour has not ceased to 
believe and hope. Virtues to be admired have I 
seen under the homespun and the rough exterior 
of the peasant. The threatened want and dan- 
ger did not prevent one neighbor helping another 
to bear the burden of these hard times. Conse- 
quently, I have learned to respect the people on 
the land, nay more, to admire them above the 
poet and philospoher, on account of their faith 
and Christianity. There is Christianity among 
the country-folk, therefore also true Christian 
culture; and because they are Christians they 
possess fortitude and charity. To confess this is 
my pleasing duty. To you, strong in suffering, 
faithful and courageous yeomen and peasants, 
Christian and Catholic, to you upon this occasion, 
I express my fullest admiration ; as sure as I am 
here, will God reward you; He that forsakes no 
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man who does not first forsake Him, will fully 
requite you!" 

Gero spoke with deep emotion. With dilated, 
brimming eyes, the people listened to the speaker. 
He went on: "No one, however, hears and sees 
this, excepting he who lives in the country 
among its inhabitants. There are those rear- 
ed on the sidewalks of the city, or in the Capital, 
who spent their lives in counting-houses, in 
lawyers' and clerical offices, they, despising the 
man of the field with their whole soul, know 
simply nothing, nor do they wish to be informed, 
of his Religion, of his thoughts and aspirations. 
Yet, they come out to the country — not to bring 
help, but to catch votes." 

"True, that is true!" the men attested. 

"When, therefore, they make their inland ex- 
cursion for a farmers' round-up, they prove 
clearly how little they care for you. Such proof 
they gave to-day." Then he turned to face and 
grapple with the hate-choked interjections of his 
associates. The threatening crowd energetically 
demanded "Peace !" and Gero went on : "Yes, so 
it is! Uncomplaining patience, resignation to 
God's will, the firm, undiminished faith of the 
people in face of the heavens which are closed 
against them, this must and will move the Lord 
God. 

"It is a trial unto death like the fatal charge 
of Mars-la-Tour, it is the heroism of Gravelotte. 
Here is wonderful virtue. And now behold, an 
orator from the city essays to turn your blessing 
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into a curse, your trust in God into despair, the 
most exalted virtue into poisonous hatred of God. 
This is devil's work and nothing else, perfected 
Satanism!" Like thunder his powerful voice re- 
verberated thru the hall. "Christian People, safe- 
guard your most sacred possession, your faith, 
and cast out from your midst devils who come 
disguised as angels ; they are not your friends but 
your enemies and destroyers. No man, in fact, 
can do without our Savior; nevertheless as a 
Christian people you stand in a relation more in- 
timate than others to Him who gives you sun- 
shine and rain. Let no unbeliever, no ranter, 
no paper of dubious stripe, come between you and 
your God. The protest launched with youthful ar- 
dor by your aged teacher against the blasphemies 
spoken within this hall, I endorse, saying : He 
did right !" 

The hall rang with deafening assent. 

"I say more : We thank the schoolmaster with 
all our heart. Let me propose a cheer to the 
venerable man. To our respected teacher — 
three cheers !" 

The cheers were enthusiastically given. 

"And more still: His sentiments are ours, 
syllable for syllable, word for word ; like him we 
will hold to our God and to our faith in spite of 
want and hunger." 

"We will indeed ! We will !" a hundred voices, 
like rolling thunder, repeated. 

"And our children and our children's children 
must likewise be educated to this. Neither now 
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nor in the future do we want a teacher or a 
school of another kind !" 

"That's right, good for you!" the hall again 
shook with applause. "Now then," said Gero 
solemnly, "a word of farewell to my late friends 
and fellows. My parting words: It is hardly 
necessary to assure you that from this hour I 
have done with your party, which at one time 
seemed to realize my ideals !" 

Clamorous hate and loud-mouthed contempt 
was the answer. "Priestridden ! Ultramontane! 
Jesuit! Traitor! Enemy of the People!" Such 
were the. epithets hurled at him from the plat- 
form. Unmoved, he continued: "I charge you 
with this indictment: You are striving to rob the 
people, especially the country people, of their 
faith. You are trying to secularize their schools. 
What is your reason? I will answer : Because you 
fear a Christian people! Because you know that 
a believing and a virtuous people is incomparably 
above you and the only bulwark to stay your 
revolution. Because a Christian people is un- 
conquerable you And it necessary to dechris- 
tianize it, so that undone and disunited, without 
reason and without wisdom, it may succumb to 
your wiles. 

"But the ipower of God as reflected by this 
Christian people, has flashed you defiance. 
By inciting the people to unbelief land desipair, 
you are fighting God Himself. You are well 
aware it is Religion, the torch, the light, which 
shows what you in reality are : God-haters, man- 
destroyers; hence your zeal to extinguish this 
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light so that you may work in the dark. But 
you'll not succeed. The people will not give up 
their God to please you, godless urbanites. The 
people have expressed themselves to-day that they 
wish to remain Christian. You stand condemned, 
and your unbelieving speakers and your pamph- 
lets inviting the crowd: 'Hear us!' There 
suspended is the crucifix, which you have derided 
— Him, the Son of God, the Savior who said: 
'Come to me, all ye who labor and are burdened 
— come to me!' With Him will we stand, by Him 
alone, even at the price of the last drop of our 
blood — such is our choice for life and death !" 

With applause indescribable the assembly re- 
sponded. A new spirit seemed to have taken pos- 
session of the masses ; all strove to press Gero's 
hand. "Our doctor explained it masterfully," 
was the verdict from one to another, while the 
city demagogues were slinking from the hall. 

In the exitement of the closing scene, the un- 
veiled, blazing heavens, which for months had 
overspanned the earth began gradually and un- 
observed to become clouded to darkness. Now 
there was a pattering as of angels' fingers upon 
the windows; the crowd looked ud — it rained! 

A fresh and cool breeze stole into the hall; 
the men were speechless. The old teacher lifted 
his hand and merely pointed to the crucifix. And 
it rained indeed, and continued to rain. The 
crisis was past; as far as the eye could reach, 
rain from God's hand, in millions of drops was 
falling to the earth. 
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Discomfited, the town party left for their 
homes. Their plans ended in a fiasco. They 
thought to win over the yeomanry without fur- 
ther ado; they found the people loyal to a higher 
will. 

PART THIRD 
The Will of God 

1. Boating Again on the Mountain Tarn 

A year and a quarter have passed. It is a 
beautiful afternoon in September. The scene is 
familiar: a lake nestling among picturesque 
mountains, with trees and gardens and villas 
bordering round. A wonderful silence is upon 
the noon air ; the world, listless, is rapt in a sweet 
and balmy dream ; languidly the tremulous waves 
undulate over the azure deep and gently the out- 
lines fade away of the peaks which from the dis- 
tance look down upon the enclosed landscape. 

Beyond, as of yore, is the villa of Lisbeth's 
parents ; off the landing a boat is riding towards 
the middle of the lake. A maiden with sturdy 
arm is rowing; opposite her, at the other end 
of the skiff, a man is reclining comfortably, pro- 
tected from the sun by an overstretching diagonal 
of sail-cloth. His face is pale, his hands, resting 
on the carpet, are white and thin ; with his dark 
eyes he is lovingly observing the fair oarsman. 

"Lisbeth, tell me something," he asks. 

Uplifting and withdrawing the oar to allow 
the skiff to glide smoothly o'er the glassy wa- 
ters, she replies with a smile : 
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"Yes, Gero, I'll tell you something. 

"Once upon a time, a bright, lively boy and a 
little self-willed girl were sitting side by side in 
a skiff upon this lake, on a beautiful summer 
morning. Then did the boy tell the girl the 
legend of ,St. Christopher. With sparkling eyes 
and burning cheeks the little maid followed the 
soulful story with an unsated eagerness, about 
Christopher minding to serve the real lord of 
the world: in turn, first a mighty king, then 
Satan, the prince of this world, and finally our 
dear Savior, the Son of God, the true Lord of 
heaven and earth. Him he served with all his 
might, helping pilgrims across a deep, tumultuous 
river, so that as a reward he was permitted to 
carry the Infant Christ Himself; in this way 
he became a saint in time." 

Lisbeth paused and looked at Gero, who deeply 
moved returned her gaze with gravity; she con- 
tinued : "And that boy who told the story, be- 
coming a man, fared even as did Christopher. 
Like to him he sought only the real good and the 
true, and similarly in ways roundabout. At first 
his ambition was fixed upon the splendor of the 
Court; but God taught him such glory was transi- 
tory, and that such honors were not the highest on 
earth. Next he meant to serve the People and 
Liberty and Truth. Before long it was evident 
that he served neither the People nor Liberty but 
the abyssmally wicked and selfish ends of a party. 
In turn he was led by God to face the deep and 
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raging torrent at its height of human misery, 
and was entrusted with the mission of helping the 
poor and the weak to ford it over. He that was 
called to do this responded ; in the days of a ter- 
rible visitation he was for hundreds a friend and 
savior " 

Gtero strove to interrupt her, but she con- 
tinued : 

"Please permit me to speak unprompted! Till 
his strength failed him he stood by the people 
day and night, nor ever permitted the call 'Fetch 
over!' to be uttered in vain. Therefore did God 
give him the grace, publicly to be the truth- 
bearer and proclaimer of His word to hundreds 
of people in the very face of scoffing and defiant 
unbelievers. Then stood he before the world an- 
other Christopher, holding the Child Jesus spirit- 
ually in his arms, to the delight of the friends 
and to the confusion of the enemies of God. 
Finally, did the Divine Child bear him down 
grace-burthened and immerse him in a last, bit- 
ter trial, permitting that he be bedridden for a 
long time. In these days of sickness, however, 
God gave him chance to cleanse himself from his 
sins, to become reunited to Him forever, aye, for 
time and eternity. 

"Is not this true, dear Gero?" she concluded 
after a long silence, extending her hand to him. 
Looking at her seriously and expressively, he an- 
swered : "So God help me, yes, Lisbeth ; but you 
forgot to state that the two individuals were you 
and I. However, it is better so. Now, then, I 
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may be permitted to complement your story, and 
you will tell me on the instant if what I say is 
untrue : That boy having come to man's estate, 
did indeed, in time of drought and famine strive 
to ease the want of the people with bread, but 
that he was enabled to do so was owing to the 
ten One-Hundred-Mark bills which some un- 
known giver had sent him for the poor. The send- 
er of these bills was — " 

"Stop, Gero, stop, say no more!" Lisbeth, blush- 
ing, interrupted. To hide her confusion she got 
up hastily to change her position, almost upset- 
ting the boat. 

"Well, then, if what I have said is untrue, if 
what I have said — you can deny it," Gero replied 
and then added; "she that gave ten thousand 
marks and more to help the poor people and their 
starving cattle was the little maiden to whom 
that boy once upon a time had told the legend of 
St. Christopher; yes, that was you, Lisbeth." 

Lisbeth dared not deny it but said: "Gero, 
you should not have told this; it pains me! At 
the time I was so unspeakably happy to hear 
your charity and devotion to the poor praised 
on all sides, that I wished I stood at your side 
helping and consoling the afflicted; therefore I 
did simply what I could." 

"You were the giver, I but your almoner," 
Gero said, and furthermore: "When one night, 
I was waylaid and so grievously wounded as to 
hover for weeks between life and death, you 
sought me out and, convalescent, induced your 
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parents to invite me hither, and all the while you 
were my good angel, such as you were even then 
when in response to my high-browed offer, you 
handed me the mitten." 
Lisbeth blushed. 

"But it is different now," he added slowly, 
looking at Lisbeth with happy eyes. 

"Indeed, Gero, it is different now," she replied, 
"and, moreover, had you never found the right 
road again, I would not have bound myself to 
another. Would it not have been my duty to pray 
for your soul ?" she whispered, her face mantling 
a lovely red. 

Letting down the oars, she turned the boat 
outward, steering towards the deep. The oars 
had hardly toyed the waves, when smoothly and 
noiselessly the boat responded, bearing over the 
glassy surface of the lake this glorious after- 
noon the two happy betrothed. 

2. The Cross-bearer 

"Gero, we are too comfortable in this world," 
Lisbeth said to Jier husband. This was just 
five years after their happy marriage. 

"■Gero, we are too comfortable; either we are 
not doing our part for heaven or there is some 
suffering in store for us," she repeated, looking 
at him earnestly, as they were sitting one night 
contentedly in their room. 

"Leave that to God," Gero answered; "and, 
after all, is it not a heavy cross that God sends 
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us — no children? How delightful if this room 
were bright with happy, lively, boys and girls! 
Time for such sighs would then be spared you. 
And who eventually is to inherit our property? 
Strangers, who will refuse us even an Our Fa- 
ther?" 

"If we had children, we would have work al- 
so, and cares and crosses, and could practice pa- 
tience," she replied. "As it is, our life is so 
peaceful, so undisturbed, it makes me feel quite 
ill at ease, sometimes; I have a foreboding of 
coming disaster. 0 God, when I think of it, you 
might be taken from me — no, anything else, only 
not that!" 

"Nevertheless, Lisbeth," Gero said, "if I could 
choose a grace, it would be that I die before you. 
You must wipe from my brow the sweat of death 
and close my eyes and then live and pray for my 
poor soul for a long time. Were I to accompany 
your body to the grave I would be the most un- 
happy of men.". 

Lisbeth wished to reply, but a violent ringing 
of the house-bell interrupted. A young lad had 
come to bring the doctor with all haste to the 
factory at Eckenbrock to attend an injured sto- 
ker. 

Gero got up immediately. Looking at his 
watch, he said to Lisbeth: "It is nine o'clock; 
I will be back by eleven ; the brown horse is fleet." 

Five minutes later, the light buggy was rat- 
tling away thru the still, moonlit summer night. 
During his absence, let us see how he is circum- 
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stanced. He still resides as before in the same 
country town; the people simply would not let 
him go. He is an excellent physician and at the 
same time a thorough Catholic, whom all revere. 
In public as in private life he attends to his re- 
ligious duties conscientiously. Neither boastful 
nor critical, nor harsh, nor distant, but modest, 
condescending and charitable, he is every inch 
a man. When there is question of upholding, de- 
fending or strengthening the Christian faith be- 
fore the public, he is quick and energetic. In his 
own unobstrusive but persistent way he works 
to confirm in their faith the Catholic men whose 
confidence he shares ; he is among the most hon- 
ored supporters of Catholic societies, for the 
spread and development of which he gives most 
generously of his means. At the same time, with 
a zeal all his own and with burning indignation 
he opposes the atheistic press and godless speak- 
ers. Assisted by his extensive knowledge, he un- 
folds to the people the sophisms involved in the 
words "Science" and "Free Thought," the while 
with inimitable humor he knows how to expose 
the vast ignorance and the inflated pretensions of 
political agitators. 

To the .people he has proven himself a most re- 
liable physician and counselor not only in their 
physical but in their social needs as well. Especial- 
ly indebted to him were the Catholics scattered 
thru Eckenbrock and vicinity. Factories had 
been established there some years before, and lit- 
tle by little a sufficient number of Catholics were 



Digitized by Google 



82 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



found in this large Protestant town and its vicini- 
ty to justify the renting of a small apartment in 
which once a fortnight Divine Services were held 
by the assistant priest of Gero's home town. The 
scattered Catholics had a hard time of it, but Ge- 
ro espoused their cause with the factory owners ; 
his coreligionists might turn confidently to him 
in their troubles; he was their spiritual father. 
And if a-nights he could have listened at their 
doors, many an Our Father for him and many 
a "God bless him !" would he have heard. 

Gero was soon in Eckenbrock and began to 
treat the unfortunate man. The priest also had 
come in the meantime with the Blessed Sacra- 
ment; but as the poor man was unconscious, Viat- 
icum could not be administered. Gero had hopes 
of saving him. After an hour or so the doctor 
and the priest left for their respective homes, 
the latter about a hundred yards in the lead. 
Suddenly, hard ahead of the conveyance of the 
priest, he saw an exploding rocket rise from the 
gutter-line. Simultaneously, he heard the rough 
guffaw startling the night of young ruffians hid- 
ing behind some bushes and was horrified to see 
the horse of the priest rearing wildly and then 
tearing away madly in a gallop. "Scoundrels, 
criminals !" the doctor thundered at the half- 
grown knaves, who, quickly cowed , were now 
making themselves scarce. Only after he had 
checked his own horse with much difficulty, did 
he notice in the distance, just where the road 
slopes to a hollow, the buggy of the Rev. As- 
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sistant tilted and his horse racing wildly over 
the fields. 

Arriving at the place of accident in a few 
moments, he found the driver unharmed, the 
priest, however, under the wreckage, with blood- 
flecked mouth, breathing with difficulty. The 
two men lifted the assistant into Gero's bug- 
gy; the doctor then started for the rectory while 
the driver returned to the village to notify the 
police and afterwards to find the runaway. 

That the priest was suffering greatly, was in- 
dicated by the deep moans which escaped him. 

"A little more patience, Your Reverence," com- 
forted Gero ; "in ten minutes we will be at the 
rectory, where I will thoroughly examine you and 
with God's help speedily bring you around all 
right." 

"I fear — it is — the end," groaned the priest; 
"I feel myself — sinking." Taking from his 
bosom the indulgenced cross, which sparkled in 
the moonlight, he put it to his mouth and kissed 
it reverently. At this moment Gero, awe-struck, 
recalled that the sick man of Eckenbrock had 
not received Holy Communion, therefore, the 
priest still bore the Blessed Sacrament upon his 
bosom. The assistant whispered a few faint 
words, then his face turned ashen-pale; with a 
last effort he loosed the silken double-cord from 
which the cross hung suspended and with a look 
of profound meaning fastened it around Gero's 
neck. Then he fainted. Gero drove as rapidly 
as possible to the priest-house. He did not dare 
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touch the Holy of Holies, the bearer of which he 
was made by the young priest before he became 
unconscious; its very contact filled him with a 
holy tremor. "My Savior — by me — with me!" 
He repeated aloud, verse for verse, the Latin 
hymns still familiar to him from college days: 
"Adoro te devote, latens Deitas," till his buggy 
went rattling thru the town. He drove straight 
to the rectory. Imagine if you can, the 
shock to the old pastor finding his young as- 
sistant dying in the vehicle and receiving the 
Sanctissimum from Gero. Only now the real 
work began of probing and binding up the in- 
juries of the injured priest. Gero was com- 
pletely unnerved by the adventures of the night ; 
he went home and found Lisbeth still up await- 
ing him; when she came to greet him with out- 
stretched arms, he felt he ought to restrain her : 
"Touch me not !" He told her all. Coming finally 
to the point how he bore the Sanctissimum to 
the rectory, she straightened up and for a mo- 
ment blanched and paled. Then she said im- 
pressively : "Gero, in truth, you have now become 
a Christopher, a man blest and to be envied." 

And more: "That coat you must never wear 
again in ordinary life, but keep as a remembrance 
of this night." 

* * * 

A shadow, however, growing darker and 
darker now fell athwart the temporal bliss 
of this devoted couple ; a trial was at hand which 
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would search out to its profoundest depths the 
faith of Gero and Lisbeth. 

Lisbeth took sick, and her illness progressed 
slowly but with an appalling and irresistible 
steadiness. Gero did not wish to own it, still he 
knew that her earthly days were numbered. 

With the strength of despair he had fought 
to no avail the devastating sickness. The day 
had dawned when they must bid each other fare- 
well forever in this world. 

She, more concerned about him than about her- 
self, consoled poor Gero with all her heart. 

"Dear, dear Gero," she said, "see, that night 
when you were chosen to carry our Savior, you 
were at the same time made His cross-bearer. 
Even when you told me, the solemn thought came 
unbidden: God demands my Gero for Himself 
alone, upon which I was frightened to death. It 
has come to pass. Therefore am I called hence 
that you might be the Christopher of our good 
God and serve Him only. Can you recall what 
I told you as a child, that you must become a 
priest? Maybe God will yet grant you the grace. 
If so, dear Gero, I die happy and blessed. Hallow- 
ed and chosen you are already, called by our 
Lord." 

"0 Lisbeth, how you pain me — it seems the 
whole world must die with you ! Oh, what a trial, 
what overwhelming woe!" cried Gero bitterly. 
Lisbeth laying her delicate, tenuous hands upon 
his curly head said: "Gero, when the Infant 
Christ rested upon the shoulders of Christopher, 
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the Child did not seem light but as the whole 
world, heavy, pressing him down, down below 
the water. Would you have it otherwise? Con- 
sider for how short a time sorrow, or for that 
matter, life itself endures. Resign yourself to 
God's will and praise Him. You will soon fol- 
low, and then we will be happy together with 
God, compared with which even the highest earth- 
ly bliss is a mere shadow." She smiled as she 
spoke the words ; to him they were calming as a 
great sleep. When the sad hour struck, he saw 
her, lovelier than in life, like a tired child fall- 
ing to sleep, helped by the prayers of the Church ; 
a reflection of eternal glory shone in her face. 



3. The Farewell 

It was affecting, the night Doctor Gero bid 
good-by to the town in which until now he had 
resided, to become a Capuchin. Since Lisbeth's 
death he had thought the matter over with him- 
self, he had consulted his Confessor and had 
spoken to the Guardian of the monastery about 
the preliminaries; it was up to him now to leave 
all things and follow Christ. His friends wished 
to meet him for the last time, nor could he re- 
fuse; fully a thousand men had gathered to shake 
his hand in farewell. When in his turn he arose 
to say a few words cordially and simply, the large 
hall was silent as death. He related how at one 
time he had sought his ideal in the splendor of 
the Court, how he sought it next in popular ap- 
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plause, then in honor, then in success; nowhere 
and at no time did he find truth or fidelity, peace 
or rest of conscience, until he came to live 
among a believing people, the greatest, the 
priceless asset of a land. 

He had learned again to clasp his hands in 
prayer, he said, by the side of an angel whom 
God had sent him, from which moment a blessed 
peace and a real joy possessed his soul. Then 
did he learn by personal experience the profound 
truth of the words : "The heart of man is made 
for God and finds no rest until it rests in Him." 
The more thoroughly he became reunited, 
thru sermons, instructions and good books, 
with Holy Church, the more was her beauty and 
infinite worth revealed to him. He also said that 
the closer his acquaintance with Catholics worthy 
of the name, the more was he convinced, from 
what he saw and heard, that the best and highest 
and most precious thing to an individual is his 
Religion. "It alone gives a right view of life and 
the assurance of a happy life with God." 

He concluded : "I am certain that hundreds and 
thousands will, by a way as devious as mine, re- 
turn to God. To every human heart, to every 
erring and unbelieving heart, the words of St. 
Augustine apply: 'It finds no rest until it rests 
in God!' Upon this truth our greatest hope for 
poor, misguided men is founded; because for 
them, as for all, the hour will come when they 
will see how they have been deceived; the hour 
when they will reach for the hand of God and, 
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like the people of the Old Testament, call upon 
Him until He send them salvation. Let them 
be prepared when He calls. 

"States and Governments have almost lost the 
sense of duty which obliges them to safeguard 
for the poor, the servant, the farmer, the work- 
man, the mechanic, their most precious inher- 
itance and possession, namely, their Religion; 
hence it is that we ourselves unitedly, by our pub- 
lic profession of faith, by patiently instructing 
the ignorant, by prayer, must secure them this 
gift. We can do nothing better or more exalted. I 
would that whatever merit my prayers and ex- 
ample have should go to the people, especially to 
those who are farthest astray from the way of 
salvation." 

With a sacred oath, the thousand men with 
hands uplifted in response to the appeal of Doc- 
tor Gero, swore fealty to their God and Father 
in heaven, to Holy Church and her command- 
ments, for life and death, and promised to work 
to spread His kingdom everywhere. 

The sight of Gero, tall and athletic, moving 
down the aisle, grasping right and left the hands 
of the men in farewell, the thunderous good-bys 
and cheers from a thousand throats was a spec- 
tacle to delight heaven and earth. The day after 
he left the town. 

His property went towards building a church 
for the scattered Catholics in and around Ecken- 
brock and towards charitable foundations in be- 
half of the farmer and working-classes. 
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Not long after this, Gero was invested with 
the holy habit of brown cloth and the cord of a 
Capuchin. Not long again and he was sent out 
on missions. No preacher, on the one hand, was 
more popular or more venerated, nor, on the 
other, more engaging in holding his hearers or 
more forceful in battling with unbelief. Many a 
time he occupied the pulpit in his old home town 
and country. The wish of his good angel Lis- 
beth was granted: Gero had become a priest, 
and as such, every day at the Holy Sacrifice was 
a Christopher indeed, a blessed, pious Christ- 
bearer. 

Postlude 

"Fetch Over" 

Thru the corridors of the little Capuchin mon- 
astery a sharp, quick hammering is heard. 
From the garden and church, from the gallery of 
The Way of the Cross, the fathers and brothers 
are hastening: some one is dying. Before an 
open, poor, narrow cell, round the deathbed of a 
dying confrere they kneel, praying that he may 
have the grace of a happy death. 

It is Gero in his last moments. 

While consciousness lasts he prays with them 
most fervently. But every now and then his 
lips stray to the legend of Saint Christopher. 

Does he at this moment see the hundreds and 
thousands he has borne with the mighty arm of 
the spirit and of love across the torrent of misery, 
of trial, of despair, of unbelief, to the shore of 
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faith, of grace, and of peace; tiring never at any 
hour, day or night, ready to increase the honor 
of God, and to serve Him by saving men? — 

They begin the last prayer for their departing 
brother, that prayer which our holy, sweet Moth- 
er Church prays, the while slowly and quietly 
the door is opening, the door to eternity — "De- 
part, 0 Christian soul " 

Suddenly the lips of the dying man call aloud : 

"Fetch over!" 

Three times solemnly was the cry repeated ; it 
was his last effort. And his Lord heard, and He 
came for his faithful servant. A ray of glory 
flitted over Gero's countenance; he breathed 
his last, uttering the sweet names "Jesus! 
Mary !" On the arms of grace he was borne across 
the dark, mysterious torrent which divides time 
from eternity. 

His brethren recited the Miserere sorrowfully 
but hopefully : Gero, the blessed man, had found, 
had kept, had attested his faith. 



The Arbitrator 

Never before had the capacious maw of the 
alehouse swallowed up so many thirsty farmers 
as on a certain Assumption-day afternoon. As 
a gathering of the kind was a monthly occur- 
rence, it afforded the Reverend Pastor or some- 
times the mayor or the schoolmaster, in the only 
possible way, a frequent opportunity to inform 
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the people about recent events, political and reli- 
gious. In two or at most in three hours, the af- 
fairs of the whole world were gone over, dis- 
cussed, settled and laid by to rest for another 
four weeks; all this was done with a thorough- 
ness which city people, who kill the day reading 
newspapers, might find difficult to emulate. These 
meetings were wholly unconstrained; questions 
might be plied at will ; the priest ready to solve 
all difficulties. Subjects of every conceivable kind 
would come up for discussion and never without 
mutual benefit; the farmer learned from the 
priest, the priest from the farmer. 

"You think with more originality and depth 
than do the people in the city, who are capable 
merely of exchanging gossip," the priest assured 
them. 

On this particular day there was an important 
matter up for consideration. The pastor had prom- 
ised to explain to them by what marks a good 
Representative might be known. His discourse 
was in two parts : First, what knowledge must a 
Representative worthy of the name possess? 
Secondly, what are his duties? The audience was 
greatly impressed with the Reverend Speaker, 
so much so that farmer Buch suggested by way 
of compliment: "Reverend Pastor, you ought to 
go down and address the House, it would take 
the conceit out of many of the speakers there." 
Mr. Markomer, somewhat envious of his neigh- 
bor, immediately added : "No, it would be better 
still, His Reverence himself were elected to Par- 
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liament, he would be exactly what he described a 
Representative should be!" 

"Oho, Markomer," laughed the priest, "may God 
spare me that ; your six horses could not drag me 
to the Landstag!" 

One in the crowd asked the priest: "Is there 
any hope that court-fees will ever be lowered?" 

They were all on the alert, curious to hear the 
opinion of the priest upon a point in which all 
were interested. A little lawsuit annually or at fur- 
thest biennially was considered as quite the 
thing to give a farmer standing, just as, for ex- 
ample, the possession of a piece of woodland 
would be to boost the name of an estate. 

The truth of this digression impressed in a 
special way farmer Buch's second son, George, 
twenty-four years of age. He was displeased 
with the litigations and the interchange of biting 
remarks between his father and Markomer, for 
he was very fond of the latter's daughter, Rose. 

Rose, Markomer's only daughter, assisted by 
an old aunt, had charge of her father's house 
and farm. Exact in business, guarded in her 
words, pious and modest in her behavior, she 
did all in her power, tho with little success, to 
uphold the name and credit of the estate. That 
it was heavily mortgaged to the Jews none knew 
excepting she and her father. 

George, then, had reason to be fond of her and 
might be pardoned that he thought of her even 
during the speeches. 
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The priest got up : "Yes, yes," he began, "you're 
all inquiring about cheaper court-fees; I don't 
think they will be reduced, or at best very little. 
The law-expenses have always been high in our 
district, you'll have to get used to them. That 
these costs are so high, the law is at fault, but 
the lawyers and the judges are more to blame 
still. Litigation will always be very costly. For 
example, not long ago a decent butcher's wife 
was mulcted of ten marks as a fine and two hun- 
dred eighty marks as costs, merely for calling an 
apprentice a 'jackass.' In view of which it is 
almost dangerous for a woman to marry, be- 
cause nearly every one of them has a sharp and 
hasty tongue." 

"Excepting Rose," punctuated George. 

"What, then, is to be done?" came a whispered 
interrogatory from the audience. "Simply to cease 
quarreling" — but no one thought of that. 

The priest continued: "There is a remedy of 
course, but not for those who contend simply for 
contention's sake, but for those who strive for 
peace. An experienced Christian man has spo- 
ken of this but lately. His advice was this: 
Choose an arbitrator." 

"An arbitrator, what is that?" the men mut- 
tered to one another. 

"Simply this," explained the priest ; "the people 
of the village will choose one or two men whom 
they trust as just and impartial ; to them rather 
than to the high-priced courts, they will bring 
their differences, with the understanding that 
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the litigants will accept the decision given. As the 
parties tare rich or poor, the arbitrator will charge 
more or little or nothing, and yet he will do all the 
court can do: decide who is right and who is 
wrong. In this way peace is quickly restored and 
time and money saved. 

"Nor ought it to be difficult to find such a man, 
impartial and with enough of common sense to 
judge aright after hearing all the circumstances 
of a case. The selection of an arbitrator or 
mediator is nothing new. The Apostle Paul 
made it the burden of one of his letters to the 
Corinthians, chiding them for their contentions 
before the pagan courts, and advising that they 
settle their differences among themselves. St. 
Paul knew something of tribunals. Was he not 
dragged from one to another in Judea, was not 
his trial drawn out for years before the judges, 
did he not insist upon his civil rights as a Ro- 
man citizen, and did he not in consequence ap- 
peal to the Roman emperor? Hence the counsel 
and the command he gave were the result of ex- 
perience. Even so to-day, it might well be asked 
whether or not our courts are Christian. Are 
there not hundreds of Jews who sit in judgment 
upon Christians and give them the Christian 
oath? I would rather lose my case than swear 
to the Triune God before a Jew. Therefore did 
the suggestion of an arbitrator please me at 
once." 

"I have nothing to object to the plan," Mar- 
komer remarked, "it would be a cheaper pro- 
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cedure and an economy for the year worth con- 
sidering." 

To which farmer Buch was quick to reply: 
"Hm, as to the saving, — but in this way one's af- 
fairs could be threshed out in good common lan- 
guage; that's worth something; whereas at court 
one may speak only when asked." 

He was thinking the while of the fine for con- 
tempt of court which the presiding judge had 
imposed on him because in his pending suit 
against Markomer, he kept scolding instead of 
charging the latter. This little suit was in prog- 
ress now for a quarter of a year. On the divid- 
ing line between their properties, just where 
the land slopes to the valley, stood a grand, very 
ancient linden. From time past reckoning it 
had been considered as on the land of Marko- 
mer; however, if the surveyor's line was taut 
it passed right thru the heart of the tree. This 
was the fault of the linden itself, permitting 
its size and girth so to increase with years as to 
overreach the boundary. 

It so happened that Buch heard a stranger re- 
mark that Markomer's linden was the pride of 
the valley. From that time onward he was both- 
ered to know whether the tree were really part of 
the Buch Farm. He went to consult Heppinger, 
the acutest hairsplitter and pettifogging lawyer, 
in the neighborhood, a middle-aged man who 
possessed quite some property acquired in 
dubious ways. It was reported that the 
latter once had asked for Rose's hand, 
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but that she and her father had finished 
him off in short order; — the father, because he 
had no use for Heppinger for being a friend of 
the farmer whom he hated; the daughter, be- 
cause of her love for George; the motives, as 
may be seen, were radically different. The law- 
yer advised an immediate lawsuit and offered his 
service. Let Buch claim the linden as his prop- 
erty; if this is disputed, then in the second in- 
stance let him claim the half which encroaches 
upon his ground. . 

"Chop your half down," Heppinger advised, 
laughing; "Markomer's half may then be permit- 
ted to stand and to continue growing. 

"I also recommend you to my friend Levi Beni- 
son, who will gladly assist on the case. It can't 
fail." Such was the difficulty, and in number, 
the eighth suit between farmer Buch and Mar- 
komer. 

They stood upon their rights, these two. "Sav- 
ing my health, not a stone, nor ditch, nor hedge, 
shall divide our farm, upon which the court has 
not sat," declared old farmer Buch in the tavern. 
But, then, a man is not fully responsible for what 
he says, right after gulping down six steins in 
quick succession. 

The suggestion of an arbitrator was rather 
welcome therefore to the two goodmen. It was 
certainly preferable to get the law gratis, than 
to have law at high cost, and especially in view 
of the suits which might still come up in the 
future. They were not yet so old but that pru- 
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dence suggested they better provide for a possible 
half dozen or dozen processes more. 

No wonder they were all ears, then, when the 
mayor put the question: "Men, might it not be 
possible to arrange for an arbitrator in our 
parish?" The crowd nodded assent. 

"Well, then the first condition must be, that 
you promise to bring your differences to the ar- 
bitrator." 

"But supposing one is not satisfied with the 
finding of the arbitrator?" inquired one of the 
men. 

"In that case," interposed the priest, "you can 
go to law; the decision of the arbitrator is can- 
celed when the court takes it in hand." 

"Under these conditions the plan is accepta- 
ble," the men unanimously agreed. 

"You wish it, then?" the mayor asked. 

"Yes!" the men responded. 

"Then do I herewith propose the Reverend 
Pastor to be our arbitrator." 

"Good! Good for you! Three cheers for the 
Reverend Pastor, our arbitrator!" Back and forth 
thru the inn rang the echoing cheers. 

"What am I to do now about my Linden tree 
suit?" farmer Buch sheepishly inquired of the 
new arbitrator. 

The latter looked at him amused. "For the 
meantime have your case non-suited; then with 
your respective claims come to me with Mar- 
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komer and I will decide to whom the tree be- 
longs." 

The priest then left. Going out he met George. 

"George, keep cool," he said to him. 

George, bowed respectfully, almost solemnly. 
To him there was a whole sermon in those few 
words of his pastor. 

The priest took a little walk into the fields. 
The sun amid a golden haze stood high above 
the horizon. It was a beautiful afternoon ; with- 
in sight, an alternation of meadows and trees, 
stretched peacefully the fields of Markomer and 
of his neighbor Buch. He walked slowly onward 
saying his breviary. 

"Praised be God, blessed be Jesus Christ, Rev- 
erend Father!" From the orchard on his left he 
heard this sweet and cordial greeting. 

It came from Markomer's Rose; she had seen 
him coming and went into the garden to greet 
him. 

"Forever and ever, Amen." he answered 
slowly, then closing his book, he looked up and 
inquired of the girl: "How is the farm getting 
on, my little Rose?" 

The girl came closer. 

"Going backwards, Reverend Father," she an* 
swered. Her eyelids dropped to conceal the un- 
willing tears, but to no purpose; quick and si- 
lently they bedewed her cheeks. "It is the law- 
suit and the Jew," she sighed ; "it cannot go much 
longer this way. Is there no help at all, Rev- 
erend Father?" 
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"Perhaps in a small way more than hitherto ;" 
he replied, "but not until the stony hearts of your 
father and Buch are softened, may an enduring 
peace be expected; have recourse to the Mother 
of God, your hope in extremity; stop weeping, 
maybe things will mend ; everything may yet turn 
out all right; God will take care of you, little 
Rose." 

A little while after he stopped and looked round 
at the two farms facing each other proudly. 

"Da pacem, Domine," he prayed with uncover- 
ed head, "grant them peace, O Lord! for in our 
day, none battles for us but Thou, 0 God ! Dis- 
pose the hearts of the quarrelsome men to peace ; 
their hearts are in Thy hand to mellow if it 
please Thee, even as Thou dost unloose the frozen 
waters of the brook. If not for our prayers, 
then on account of the cries of the innocent and 
of the children, grant that these scandals cease." 

On the Saturday following, farmer Buch was 
conversing in the alehouse with the taverner ; of 
course, that intermeddling, pettifogging Heppin- 
ger was present. The latter could hardly live 
outside a taproom. The inn was his church, the 
back of the bar-table from where he could see 
and be seen by all, was his pulpit, and the sod- 
den farmers, the teamsters, the woodcutters, the 
butcher-apprentices and other habitues ,of the 
tavern, were his attentive listeners. When he 
began telling of all he knew, to explain laws, to 
criticize the whole world, and to talk of his visit 
to this or that lawyer, how he had circumvented 
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the law, everyone was quiet; even those who 
chanced into his presence, not knowing what a 
braggart he was, were cowed into silence and 
were fortunate if he, big-mouthed Heppinger did 
not insult them with sarcastic remiarks, to the im- 
mense delight of his admirers. The best citizens 
avoided him because of his impudent speech. As 
no one lowered himself to return his ribaldry, he 
was the victor in every dispute. 

"Well, Heppinger," a friend taunted, "your 
job and that of the lawyer in the city will soon 
come to end now." 

"How so, rustic?" was the haughty interroga- 
tion; "just leave that to me. With due respect 
for the priest, I acknowledge his supremacy only 
in the Church; as to law I know more than he. 
You can't conduct a case with prayer, can you 
now, farmer Buch?" 

Everyone laughed and looked at the farmer, 
who until then had minded no one. Before Buch 
could speak, his son George, who sat at his side, 
replied earnestly and deliberately: "Heppinger, 
please let the priest and prayer out of your talk 
and let my father alone — " 

"Chap, am I talking to you?" came on the 
lawyer. "I must not ask your permission, surely, 
if I have something to tell your father? or do 
you think yourself owner of the Buch estate? 
Were I your father, I would feel ashamed to 
have a youngster like you defend me. Your fa- 
ther has sense enough to speak for himself." 
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Every word was caught up by those present. 
With coarse laughter they stared at George, who 
as they thought, had been so thoroughly squash- 
ed. People of that class cannot distinguish be- 
tween insolence and logic. 

Farmer Buch hesitated whether to stand by 
his son or by the lawyer. His heart inclined to 
the first, his pride to the second. Heppinger 
had touched him on the right spot — his self- 
esteem ; moreover, to quench his initial thirst, the 
farmer had drunk sufficient to make him light- 
headed. The lawyer took notice of that. 

George continued calmly: "Heppinger, your in- 
solent reference to my youth I will not charge to 
your gray hair. I honor my father, nor did I 
ever wish to command him. My prayer is that 
God grant him the longest life possible. But tin*3 
I repeat : Stop your nagging the priest and my 
father, or I'll be after you !" 

Whether on account of his cold, deliberate re- 
joinder or because of the challenge in the eyes 
of the youth — the meddler, taking a big swallow 
from his mug, withdrew with simulated calm and 
airiness : "I will not quarrel with a boy. But to 
go back : I don't fear the so-called arbitrator nor 
the priest. I hope I may say that much. This 
new office of the priest will not do away with 
the courts nor with our class by a long ways. The 
priest will first give his decision; if two quarrel, 
one or the other must be adjudged wrong. The 
aggrieved will then come to me, and then will 
I examine to see if the priest knew what's what 
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about law. The outcome will lead the old way, 
with this difference only, that litigants will be 
obliged to a preliminary trial before the priest. 
That the priest will do his part gratis I am fain 
to believe," he added with a wicked grin, "he'll 
know how to square his accounts in other ways/' 

"That'll do !" said George and got up to go. "Re- 
main where you are," the father insisted, pull- 
ing him back to his seat. The old man had al- 
ready made up his mind to bring his case to 
Heppinger should the priest decide against him. 

"I repeat," the lawyer began again," I think it 
will fit both Buch and Markomer, — whoever is 
adversely sat on by the priest, I mean by the ar- 
bitrator, will appeal to the lawyers and to the 
courts." 

"Who's fool enough, will do so," George quick- 
ly interrupted ; he wished, moreover, to add : "be- 
cause the wiser man will yield," but before he 
could finish, the door opened and Markomer 
stepped in. The tall, lean man, with dark hair, 
furrowed, careworn face and prominent aquiline 
hose, inspired esteem. However, coming in just 
as George spoke, those present could not refrain 
a contemptuous laugh. 

Markomer looked at their mocking faces with 
surprise. It was generally known that his for- 
tune had shrunk, but as to his obligations to the 
Jew and the bankruptcy imminent, no one knew. 
He was the more suspicious for that he tried his 
best to keep up appearances, and feared day and 
night the public was on his tracks. 
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"God bless you all," he said curtly and sat 
down. After awhile he added : "things are quiet 
here this afternoon." 

"Because farmer Buch's lad had just been talk- 
ing about you," Heppinger explained ; "isn't it so, 
gentlemen?" 

"Well, and what did he say?" Markomer in- 
quired loudly and excitedly, proudly turning his 
face to George. Till now, in spite of the dif- 
ferences between himself and his father, he had 
rather a liking for him. He was convinced George 
was an honest fellow. "Order a bottle of wine 
first," the lawyer derisively suggested, "or beer if 
wine is too dear." 

The farmers jogged one another : "What, wine 
too dear for Markomer? that were strange!" 

Markomer struck the table with his fist that it 
set the glasses a-dancing and tumbled some over : 
"Fll take wine when I want wine, and beer when 
I want beer. Waiter, a glass of beer and re- 
place the glasses upset! Now, then, what was 
said against me?" 

"Hm!" began the lawyer slowly and loudly, 
"that young fellow spoke of some one as the sil- 
lier, in that suit between yourself and his father." 

"Is that so— and who?" 

"As a matter of course, he did not mean to 
designate his father as the sillier one," was tho 
sneering, cutting answer of Heppinger. 

Instantly George got up and facing Markomer 
spoke coolly and plainly: "Neighbor, your name 
was not mentioned. I said that in a suit before 
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the Rev. Pastor he who would not abide by his 
judgment would be the sillier of the two. You 
just came in as I wanted to add : because he that 
is the wiser will yield. Take it upon my word, 
I had you not in mind. I said it in a general 
way; I honor and respect you." 

Markomer was very glad no allusion was made 
to his financial condition. The simple words and 
the honest eye of George assured him he had 
spoken the truth. He gave him his hand and 
said : "George, I believe you, there '11 be no argu- 
ment between us." 

This scene impressed the audience considera- 
bly. Heppinger, however, would not desist. 
"Markomer," he said in his harsh way, "I must 
have erred, then. If the lad did not call you the 
sillier one, whom did he mean? Or was there 
question of two, other than you and farmer 
Buch?" 

Drink had ere this befogged the mind of the 
latter, who at his best was not overbright; he 
was ready to bubble over. George seeing the 
danger advised his father calmly: "Don't mind 
the mischief-maker, let him talk. You know I 
have never given you an unfilial word. The best 
is we go, let him stir up some one else." 

At this moment the waitress brought in, fill- 
ed, the glasses which Markomer had upset. 

"Drink, men," she good-naturedly invited, 
"Markomer stands the bill !" She handed a glass 
to farmer Buch also. He took it and spilt the 
beer on the ground. 
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"I want no alms-drink," he said nettled: "A 
bottle of wine please." "I did not wish to pre- 
sent but only to replace the glass spilt," Mar- 
komer explained. 

Then George begged: "Father, might it not 
be better for us to go home?" Upon this the 
farmer losing control of himself, shrieked : "No, 
I'll stay here and do what I please; I'll not be 
dictated to by my boy. I'll stay as long as I 
want, I can pay as well as the next for wine or 
beer!" 

Now were the elements loosed. Heppinger 
had gained his purpose. He was well aware it 
took some baiting, but once farmer Buch was 
aroused, there was no let-up till some scandalous, 
violent scene brought him again to his senses. 
George was mute, a word now would be oil on 
the fire. 

"Yes indeed, I am able to pay as well as the 
next," the drunken farmer caustically repeated, 
"and can keep on suing as long as anyone." His 
eyes were settled on Markomer. 

The latter shrugged his shoulder, eying the 
farmer scornfully; he disdained to exchange 
words with the tipsied man. 

"Isn't it so, farmer Buch," the lawyer inter- 
rupted, "what's just is just, and cannot be in- 
terpreted otherwise, this is custom and law." 

"I demand my right, my right, and no one will 
deprive me of it, do you understand, Markomer?" 
the farmer shouted. 
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"Certainly, certainly !" he answered, looking at 
the intoxicated man smilingly and with pity. 

"You need not size me up so," farmer Buch 
protested, the while he threw clinking upon the 
table his pig-skin purse bloated with silver, "I 
have more money in this pouch than you in your 
whole house!" 

"Good for you!" the onlookers shouted, much 
vexed that Markomer had until now kept aloof 
from the quarrel. 

It was a terrible struggle with his wounded 
pride. A dead pause ensued, all waiting to see 
how Markomer would meet the last gross insult. 

"Farmer Buch," he quietly retorted, "you have 
taken too much, excepting for that I'd give you 
tit for tat." 

"You hear that?" Heppinger sneered. 

"If I have drunk too much, I have paid for 
it, nor is it any of your business," the man 
screamed in a bursting rage. George's efforts 
to restrain him were futile. "It is different with 
you, you borrower, you beggar, you sorry land- 
owner, you — " A volley of the most abusive words 
followed, so that he panted and his chest heaved 
with an inward seething fury. 

Markomer became all the calmer. "I'll say 
again what I have said : with a man who is full, 
I'll not argue." 

"Did you hear, farmer Buch, what have you 
to say to that?" the lawyer said, leading him on. 

Buch got up and was about to hurl his full 
glass at the head of Markomer, when instantly 
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George interfered by deflecting the hand of his 
father, so that the wine was spilled harmlessly on 
the table. A blow in the face was his reward ; he 
prepared to strike his son again, but losing his 
balance he fell to the floor. 

George was the first to help Jiis father up; Hep- 
pinger with the flat of his hand dusted his clothes. 
The accident somewhat sobered the man. 

"Landlord, another bottle," he begged more 
composedly. He did this to show that he knew 
what he was about. Then with arms akimbo he 
supported his big head and stared into vacancy. 
The lawyer took occasion to remark : 

"A decent fellow is Buch's son, after all; I 
would not have allowed anyone to strike me at 
his age ; to have a boy like that is a great blessing 
and with an unincumbered estate, that's rarer 
still, isn't it so?" 

He cast a covert glance at Markomer. Tho 
pretending not to have heard, the latter was on 
the alert. 

George spoke out: "Heppinger, you'll not ex- 
cite me, but the day will come when I will get 
even with you." 

Tauntingly the lawyer went on : "Yes, indeed, 
two desirable things farmer Buch possesses, a 
good boy and a farm without debts, but, on the 
other hand, Markomer is owner of the mighty 
linden, at least yet, and of a daughter, the most 
beautiful in the village — I rate her even more 
highly than George — " 
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"Stop!" rang out a double threat and in a 
moment in concerted step old powerful Markomer 
and George were hastening to the culprit. 

"That's enough, miserable wretch," cried 
George ready to seize him. He was forestalled by 
old Markomer, whose fist at the nape of his neck 
was flattening the lawyer's head against the 
table-top, while his right was ready to crush 
him with a terrific blow. 

"I ask you now, you unscrupulous scoundrel," 
he spoke with powerful voice, "will you ever 
dare again to speak my child's name in this tav- 
ern? — I ask you, I ask you! Say no, or I'll crush 
your skull !" — 

"No, no, no !" the fellow, pale as death, yelled, 
and with such expedition, that despite the terri- 
fying scene those present could not help laugh- 
ing. 

"Then go where you belong," saying which 
the old man seized the pettifogger and notwith- 
standing his struggles, dragged him to the door, 
and kicked him into the street. This done, he 
came in again. 

"I thank you, George, for having interfered in 
behalf of my child, none of these here had the 
pluck or honor." 

Then turning to the father he said : "As surely 
as I stand here and my name is Markomer, so 
true is it that rather than willingly yield my lin- 
den tree, I will sacrifice house and farm. The 
tree will remain Markomer's property, that is 
final." He walked to the door. Farmer Buch 
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hastened to reply: "And I'll tell you the linden 
will be mine, if it cost me all I possess !" 

Markomer stopped to listen and then silently 
left. All the others followed soon after. 

The landlord, however, ruminated : "Heppinger 
is right, after all. Of what use will be the arbi- 
tration of the priest? Let him decide as he will, 
one or the other will be dissatisfied, and the suit 
will be appealed. The wicked always get right 
in this world." 

Such were his musings while he cleared the 
table of glasses and carried them away. He ar- 
gued as it is customary with people who are ig- 
norant of the fact that God and not man is the 
final arbiter in human affairs. 

Farmer Buch and his son went home also, 
silently. The elder, after all, was ashamed of 
his behavior. He had sobered considerably. He 
grieved especially for having struck his son, 
therefore he waited for George to speak first. 

Timorously the son began: "Father, it seems 
to me in regard to the linden you are not in 
the right, it does not belong to us." 

"It is not so much the tree, but why did Mar- 
komer arouse me?" he replied softening. 

"Father, it was not Markomer, it was Hep- 
pinger. You had proof to-day what a miserable 
fellow he is." 

"Yes, yes," the farmer answered, suddenly mel- 
lowed; "I can't understand how I could have 
struck you, hold it not against your father, I will 
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remember it in your favor if ever in the future 
you have a special favor to ask." 

"In that case," George quickly replied, "I beg 
it as a favor that you will abide by the decision 
of the priest and not carry the case further." 

With lowering look the father responded: "I 
have said it : The linden must belong to me if it 
take all my property. If I had not given my 
word before all of them in the tavern, it would 
be different." 

This was a hint to George to say nothing more 
just then. 

Markomer, too, was in a more reasonable mood 
when he came home. The chastisement he had 
given Heppinger seemed to him to have been 
rather severe, indeed a matter for which he might 
be prosecuted; moreover, tho he would not 
own it, he was heartily tired of the suit. 

His little Rosie was still up when he came ; his 
sister had gone to bed. Confidentially she put her 
arm around his neck, and as always happened, the 
proud, obdurate man, willing or unwilling, yield- 
ed to her pleading by telling her all that had hap- 
pened at the inn. Without betraying the joy she 
felt to know George had defended her, she ques- 
tioned him: "Now, then, what do you intend to 
do next, father? Could you not compromise with 
farmer Buch?" 

"Not until he releases his claim on the lin- 
den," he answered. 

"Well, no doubt, the priest will do right by 
you," she affirmed, "he will adjudge you the tree." 
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"I hope so, for if not, I'll carry the case to 
the lawyer and to court." 
"Father!" 

"That's what I'll do. I gave my word to the 
people: Rather my house and home be ruined, 
than that I relinquish my right to the linden ; and 
I must keep my word." 

"But who's to pay lawyer and court?" His 
brow contracted ; there was a strange look in his 
eye: "In the first place, I have still a payment 
coming from the Jew, and secondly, I'll have an 
accounting with Buch when the suit is won." 

The girl wished to reply, but without more 
ado he bade her "Good Night," took Holy Water 
and went to his room. 

He and the neighbor across the way were 
sleeping soundly while Rose still on her knees, 
with tears and prayers was imploring the Mother 
of God for help in the present affliction and to 
direct things to a favorable turn. 

There was one other keeping vigil also that 
night: Heppinger. The first letter was finished; 
he was busily engaged writing another. The en- 
velopes were already directed ; one to his friend 
in the city, lawyer Benison, the other to none else 
than Markomer's little Rose. He had just finish- 
ed the second and was reading it over aloud: 
"Last evening your father threatened me grie- 
vously and inflicted upon me bodily injury; if I 
accuse him of assault and battery, the .police will 
arrest him at once, he will then be brought be- 
fore the criminal court and be sent to the peni- 
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tentiary, for I have ten witnesses against him. 
Moreover, if I so desire, the Jew will come to- 
morrow and demand his money. Your father 
will be able to borrow money nowhere, of this 
I am certain; the outcome will be that within 
eight weeks, the estate of Markomer will be in 
other hands, you will be obliged to go into service, 
and your father will be in prison. Now, all this 
I will prevent, but, my little Rose, only because 
I love you. If you marry me, your father wil) 
not be arrested, and I will advance him money 
that he may rid himself of the Jew ; you will have 
a life such as no goodman's wife within a circuit 
of many miles enjoys, because, as you know, I am 
fond of you. Aspire not to the hand of Buch's 
son; him you shall never get, that is settled. Be 
wise, then, help your father by saying 'yes. 9 Al- 
tho he nearly killed me, yet if you plead with 
him, he will assent. If you wish it, I will wait 
for you a full year, but the assurance of your 
hand I want now. Let no one see this letter, 
otherwise the Jew and the officers will call im- 
mediately. I will give you three days to an- 
swer." 

Heppinger finished reading the letter to Rose ; 
elated, he threw it on the table beside the other 
and the envelopes. Rubbing his hands, he walked 
up and down the room several times, then look- 
ing thru his window he saw in the distance a 
light still burning in the priest's house. 

Defiantly he laughed. "Pray away, 'parson/ 
your arbitration will come to grief this time. The 
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past evening was invaluable; I have put the two 
farmers at outs forever and now hold Markomer 
under my thumb for his assault and threat! Just 
wait, Markomer, this will cost you dearly — your 
daughter shall be my wife, then will I release you 
from the Jew to become thrall to me instead ; af- 
ter a brief half year I will take possession of 
your estate. Ha, ha! What a night! You threw 
me out, that is what I wanted, so that I might 
enmesh you and yours." 

Thus did Heppinger mutter to himself, while 
nervously tramping up and down the room 
with excitement at the success of his plan. 
It had struck twelve. He peered into the 
darkness. On the farther side of the foot- 
way across the brook, in a grove of alders, 
the watchman stood and sang out the 
hour. "If she is still awake," the laywer whis- 
pered, "she, too, has heard him." He had Rose in 
mind. She was awake. The first call of the 
horn had started her from a light slumber. An 
undefinable fear was mastering her. She sat up 
and with hands raised to heaven prayed with 
broken voice: "Holy Mother of God, Comforter 
of the Afflicted, I promise to remain good and 
pious always; help, help, and establish peace!" 
Groping, she felt about for her Rosary. 

At this moment Heppinger was slipping the 
letters into the envelopes. He cast another derisive 

look toward the rectory "Yes, just pray, 

pray," he chuckled half drunken with joy for hav- 
ing achieved his purpose; quickly then, with a 
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nervous twitching hand, he shoved one letter into 
this, one into that envelope, sealed and stamped 
them and went to bed. Never did it enter his mind 
that, at the very moment little Rose was crying 
to heaven, he had put the wrong letter into the 
wrong envelope. Rose's letter was directed to 
lawyer Benison, the lawyer's to Rose. The pale 
placid moonlight overshone the letters, a picture 
of the calm justice of God, which knows how to 
confound the sinner thru the sinner himself. 

This happened Saturday night. 

Early next morning Heppinger dropped the 
letters in the box at the Court House. The one 
addressed to the lawyer, the letter-carrier took 
with him to the city ; the other, to the Markomer- 
house, he left in the postoffice till his return, as 
was his custom. 

Vesper-service Sunday afternoon was just over ; 
before the people dispersed, the priest at the al- 
tar turned around and addressed them with the 
words : "I commend to your prayers a person of 
the parish in great trouble." Whether owing to 
the tenor of his voice or some other circumstance, 
the response of the hundred children and adults 
was unusually hearty and fervent. No one sus- 
pected, of course, that the priest had himself in 
mind and his office of arbitrator. Farmers Buch 
and Markomer joined in the prayer likewise. A 
quarter of an hour later the two men were in the 
priest's study pleading their cases respectivelv. 

It did not take the arbitrator long to know and 
realize not only that the linden was Markomer's 



Digitized by 



The Arbitrator 



115 



but also that any decision he might give would 
be futile in restoring peace. 

In the meantime Rose was standing back of 
her house in the shade of a large pear tree. An 
occasional blossom caressed her in falling, while 
with clasped hands pressed against the mighty 
trunk she was praying and weeping. No one 
better than she knew what the result would be 
if the present hour did not bring peace. The 
walking of some one on the driveway by the 
linden disturbed her; she turned and looked; it 
was George. He was in deep thought ; every now 
and then he would raise his eyes aloft as if seek- 
ing for help. 

Just then the barking of the house dog drew 
her attention. She was alone at home ; her aunt, 
the men and maids, were at the village. It was 
the post-boy with the letter from Heppinger. Her 
address was on the envelope. She opened it and 
was surprised to read: "Respected Associate !" 
She scanned the letter until halted by the names, 
Markomer, Buch. "Perhaps the letter is address- 
ed to my father/' she quietly remarked, looking 
at it more carefully. Unspeakable pain and an- 
ger blushed and paled her beautiful face in turn. 

The Rev. Pastor was thru with the contest- 
ants. Collecting himself for a minute he arose 
and said: "Gentlemen, the case will not be de- 
cided here in this room but under the linden." 

They proceeded to the place accordingly; the 
distance was half an hour's walk from the rec- 
tory. It was a beautiful spring-day; fields and 



Digitized by 



116 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



meadows, orchards and gardens, lay round them 
in Sabbath calm, and hundreds of larks with ex- 
quisite song were rising heavenward. 

"How beautiful God made this our Vale of 
Tears," the priest remarked in an undertone ; and 
then: "and how we spoil it all thru our selfish- 
ness !" — Farmer Buch, after a pause, assented 
conditionally: "That were indeed true, if each 
one got what belonged to him." 

To which Markomer sagely added : "And pro- 
viding no one coveted what belonged to his 
neighbor." 

The priest bowed his head reciting the words 
from the Whitsun sequence : 

"Bend the stubborn heart and will, 

Melt the frozen, warm the chill ; 

Guide the steps that go astray." 
George was standing beneath the linden alone. 
Upon the arrival of the men he moved to go, 
but the priest and Markomer invited him kindly 
to stay and hear it all. They walked a little fur- 
ther to the very edge of the slope and then stop- 
ped. Silently they looked down upon the valley. 
Hundreds of trees were in blossom ; on the heights 
beyond was the forest peaceful and still, to the 
rear of which the mountains rose to the skies, 
and all this beauty on this Sunday afternoon was 
enhanced by a brilliant sun and azure sky. Here 
and there an individual was leisurely walking 
thru the woods: the mayor in white shirt- 
sleeves, the Bottoms farmer and old Casper; at 
the edge of the woods young girls, arm in arm, 
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were skipping, dancing and singing; the linden 
was whispering and sighing. In the presence of 
smiling nature even the gruffest ruralist will re- 
lax. "A beautiful day!" The words came gently 
from Markomer's lips. "If the weather continues 
as at present, we will have a good year," farmer 
Buch remarked in a friendly way. 

It was now the turn of the priest : "Indeed, so 
it is. Townspeople will sometimes say the farmer 
cannot appreciate the beauties of the material 
world. That's not true. He may be less effusive 
than others in the presence of beautiful nature, 
but take him away from her fields, and he would 
die. He understands her language better than 
any one else. Isn't it so, Buch? Isn't it so, Mark- 
omer? I hold you as among the most intelligent 
in the parish, excepting on one point of course!" 
he smiled and paused. "And in regard to this 
single point, surely you cannot forever continue 
obdurate. You know what I mean. Go back 
twenty years. Of what benefit have the lawsuits 
been to you ? You have given to those fine gentle- 
men of the city seven thousand dollars in fees, 
and they have laughed at you ; the most ignorant 
village boy derides you for your silly stubbornness, 
the only fruit of which is jealousy and hatred ; 
and yet you might have done so much for each 
other — but you would not. 

"Then, too, he who wins the suit, what 
has he of it? A few feet of earth of 
no use to him, and the expense of a general 
setting-up at the tavern to confirmed topers, 
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who will drink to his success to-day and side with 
his opponent to-morrow. Do you wish to continue 
this till dead in your coffin? It will be a comedy 
to men when I pray over you: 'May they rest 
in peace,' without any ground for hope that God 
will hear my prayer. God said : 'Blessed are the 
peacemakers for they shall possess the land/ and 
of the others: 'Woe to the contentious, for they 
shall lose their inheritance here and hereafter/ " 

Markomer was pale. With a scalpel the priest 
had probed his innermost heart. Farmer Buch 
was moved likewise. "Do not harden your hearts 
but take my advice. Let the linden remain where 
it belonged until now. Farmer Buch, the foot of 
ground will not make you poorer, and Markomer, 
I am certain, will always be glad to see you rest 
within the shade of the tree." 

Here Buch interposed with a voice diffident and 
husky: "Reverend Pastor, had I not sworn that 
the linden must belong to my children's children, 
I would yield." 

His confusion bore evidence that he was really 
sorry that his oath had made it impossible for 
him, as he imagined, to declare peace. Then did 
Markomer proudly rear up and impressively as- 
sert that he, too, would stand by his word even 
to ruin and death. 

By this time Heppinger's law-partner, Benison, 
had received the missent letter. Instantly he 
drove to the village, to Heppinger's house and 
furiously called him to account for his blunder. 
"What's the meaning of this? This letter was 
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exchanged !" Heppinger was as if struck by light- 
ning. 

"Who has the letter intended for me? Benison 
inquired. 

"Rose Markomer," was the answer. 

"We must get it back!" 

"At all risk," Heppinger agreed, "and if nec- 
essary by force; at this time she's alone in the 
house. Hurry out to her home." 

Ten minutes later the two were driving into 
Markomer's yard. Rose was upstairs alone, the 
fraughted letter before her on the table. Quickly 
she hid it in her bosom. The door opened and 
the twain entered. Boldly and shamelessly, as if 
master of the house, Benison approached the 
girl : "Maid, you have a letter belonging to me, 
hand it back immediately!" 

Rose looked up, her eyes ablaze. The intrusion 
of the two had aroused her pride, and, besides, 
it dawned upon her in a flash that the letter must 
not be given up. She met him composedly: 
"When father comes home you may have the 
letter." 

Heppinger screamed: "Your father has not 
the letter, you have it." 

"It will be as I said," she retorted. 

"I can't wait; return to me my own, or I'll 
have you arrested !" the Jew exclaimed rushing 
upon her. But Markomer's daughter was not to 
be trifled with. With her fist she struck Benison 
aside, rushed down the stairs, out on the lawn 
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and towards the linden, pursued by the mis- 
creants. 

"George, George, help!" the girl called as if 
death were gripping her by the throat. The Rev- 
erend Pastor had just made his last fruitless plea 
to the men. He was about to raise his arms to 
heaven, to beseech God to soften these obdurate 
hearts, when interrupted suddenly by the cry, 
"George, George! help me!" 

George caught the cry; he recognized the voice 
— so did the others. They had advanced but a 
few steps when they saw Rose fleeing over the 
meadows pursued by Benison and Heppinger. 

Abashed, the lawyers looked at each other, con- 
fronted by the men before them. They could not 
turn back. Benison was the first to regain pres- 
ence of mind. With an inquisitorial mien he ad- 
dressed Rose who was standing between her fa- 
ther and George : "I ask you for the last time, 
hand it over or I'll have you arrested for purloin- 
ing a letter!" 

"How's that?" asked the priest, "what letter?" 

Rose, completely spent with excitement, gave 
it up : "Here, father, Mr. Buch, Reverend Pas- 
tor, read it but don't give it up in God's name!" 
Her voice gave out. The lawyer leaped for the 
letter, but Markomer was just in time to shield 
his child against the onslaught. The priest took 
the letter from Rose, who said again: "In the 
name of Heaven, Your Reverence, read the let- 
ter so that my father and Mr. Buch may hear 
its contents. The letter was missent; you'll find 
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in it what these fellows," pointing to the lawyers, 
"wished to do to us!" 

"Well, well!" the priest exclaimed; retreating 
a step and protected by the men against inter- 
ference, he read: "Respected Associate! Our 
purpose is achieved. I have for all time set Buch 
against Markomer in spite of 'parson' and arbi- 
trator. Farmer Buch wants you on his case ; now, 
then, saddle your nephew upon Markomer. Altho 
the estate of Buch is unencumbered, he is with- 
out cash on hand. Send him a big bill as soon 
as possible to embarrass him; in the meantime I 
will send Moses to him, as if by chance, to loan 
him money; after that we have him in a vise, 
the rest will follow. He is brutal and drinks 
heavily, Moses will treat with him over the bot- 
tle; he'll agree to anything then and sign. In 
a couple of years if we attend to business, the 
Buch estate is yours. As my share I want Mark- 
omer's Farm and his daughter Rose as my 
wife; I have already written her accord- 
ingly. I will then redeem her father from in- 
debtedness to you and Moses; however, I will 
not pay you twenty thousand marks, as the mort- 
gages call for, but the amount only which you 
really loaned him, to wit, seven thousand marks. 
Markomer will then be in my power ; I will tem- 
porize with him till you have finished with Buch, 
then I will confront him with his debt and drive 
him to Halifax; revenge is sweet. Other news 
when I meet you. — Cordially yours, Heppinger." 
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"This letter was written by Heppinger and ad- 
dressed to this gentleman Benison, I see," said 
the priest putting the letter in his pocket. Where- 
upon with quite juvenile fervor he raised his 
hands to heaven exclaiming, "Thanks be to God 
a thousand times, Te Deum laudamus! Now 
peace must come !" The fellows unmasked he de- 
fied: "Gentlemen, this letter we will keep, nor 
have we anything to fear by doing so ; we might 
expose your scoundrelism publicly and witnessed. 
The day you accuse us will be the day of your 
undoing and punishment!" 

The two farmers looked with admiration at 
their priest. This day, in truth, was he arbitra- 
tor, yea, lawyer and jurist. Turning to the liti- 
gants he added with eager authority : "You quar- 
relsome men, I hope it is clear to you now what 
your law-going is bringing you to. Thank God 
that He has opened your eyes betimes. It were 
well to read this letter to the village, to the 
whole world, to impress upon litigants that when- 
ever two quarrel, there is a third one who re- 
joices — your enemy ! Farmer Buch, do you wish 
to yield your estate to this lawyer and his Jewish 
nephew? Then make peace now, or else you will 
resign yourself to Jewish claws and to the 
devil at one and the same time!" 

"In the name of God, how can we suffer things 
to continue as before?" old Buch said, giving his 
hand to his neighbor. 

"On my part, I promise that henceforth no 
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lawsuit shall divide the Buch and Markomer es- 
tates/' the other said. 

They confirmed their pledge by shaking hands 
heartily. 

"Truly, I was daft and crazed/' farmer Buch 
mused a little while after. "But for this Heppinger 
is more to blame than I, he so stirred me up till 
I was perfectly out of myself with passion/' 

"Well, forget it and let this peace cover the 
past," the priest advised ; "I will in your name 
order Benison, your lawyer, to call off the suit 
and to send his charges, but not thru any Moses, 
of course." 

Benison looked to parleying and promised to 
send no bill at all if his letter were returned. 
"First give Rose the letter intended for her," 
the priest insisted. The lawyer did so. 

"Next mark down the usurious twenty thousand 
to seven thousand marks actual money loaned ; do 
this in your nephew's name. You have the author- 
ity to do that. Until you comply we'll keep the 
letter and if you do arrest us, we'll have a war- 
rant out against you!" 

He finally agreed to this also. 

"I will now take a copy of the letter and your 
signature must vouch for its truth. This copy 
I will post on the council-board if ever you or 
your nephew Moses are found tampering with 
the people of my parish. The same applies to 
you, Heppinger; there are chances of locating 
elsewhere, the farther away the better, you un- 
derstand?" 
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With a shocking curse the lawyer hastened to 
comply. "I can arrange all this right away; 
Markomer's mortgage-deed likewise; I am em- 
powered to act for Moses, who, after all, was only 
my agent." 

"So much the worse," said the priest, "I meant 
so much the better; a settlement is soon made. 
To have the matter off my mind, Markomer, I, 
too, have saved a little; I will loan you the 7000 
marks to pay him and to rid yourself of the 
Jew; I can trust you as much as you me." He 
extended his hand to Markomer, whose happy 
face was never so radiant as now; the hand was 
grasped, you could hear it away off. 

In half an hour Markomer was practically 
debt-absolved ; the seven-thousand marks due the 
priest did not worry him much. 

The two lawyers drove away in a mood some- 
what less domineering than that in which they 
came. 1 

"But, Reverend Father," said Markomer, "you 
were sharp with the two fellows. We could never 
have thought of those conditions. You have sav- 
ed not me only and farmer Buch but the whole 
village." 

"When once you have the devil fully entrapped, 
you must club him till he gives up all," the priest 
explained; "eels must be handled with pincers. 
There is nothing more precious than peace, to 
secure which no treatment is too harsh against 
a trouble-maker." 
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"It surprises me how you thought of all this 
to so involve the lawyers." 

"Did you not elect me your arbitrator; for 
every office God gives special grace/' the priest 
smilingly remarked; "and, remember that the 
prayers of a whole parish and of single, deeply 
oppressed souls, were crying to heaven for 
help; isn't it so, Rose?" 

All eyes were turned upon the maiden ; farmer 
Buch, who had been talking to his son in the 
meanwhile, stepped forth and said : "Yes, it was 
about Rose. Neighbor Markomer, you recall that 
I swore in the inn, the linden must go to my 
descendants if it cost me all I'm worth. I still 
stand by what I pledged." 

A terrible pause ensued. Was the quarrel to 
begin anew? 

Buch in a rasping voice continued: "This 
pledge will be fulfilled easily and without suit, 
if Markomer will give his little Rose to my son 
George. In this way would the linden come to 
my children and yet remain Markomer's tree, and 
none of us need hide our face for having given 
in. He pushed George forward. He, however, 
needed no urging, but in a manly way spoke to 
Markomer for the hand of Rose. "Among the 
young men I always liked you the best," the fa- 
ther replied; to which Rose in a faint voice as- 
sented, "it was so with all of us, dear father." 

"Deo gratias ! God be thanked a thousand 
times, our prayers could not have been more 
fully heard," the priest concluded. 
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Such, then, is the story of the suit and its 
settlement between farmers Buch and Markomer. 
That which the court could not do in twenty 
years, the priest accomplished as arbitrator the 
first time, not because he was wiser, but because 
he and his clients had recourse to a means un- 
known to lawyers and courts — prayer. 

From the time of this masterly arbitration, the 
priest was looked up to and respected above and 
beyond a dozen lawyers ; and if Heppinger found 
it advantageous to leave the village soon after, 
the reason was, that no one from that day onward 
had recourse to him; every one went to the ar- 
bitrator. For miles around the priest's system 
of administering justice was in such repute that 
the people had planned to elect him their Repre- 
sentative; his objection alone intervened, that 
all Markomer's horses and the Buch Farm teams 
could not drag him to Parliament. "Still I would 
like to be present," he added, "when there is 
voting upon the question whether or not the ex- 
penses of trials should be lowered. I would make 
a speech, pleading that the costs be raised, in or- 
der thus to kill this pleasure of going to court; 
if in spite of the raise some would still institute 
a process, it would serve such right if they were 
made to pay heavily. Cursed be all tavern-quar- 
rels and lawsuits." 

It was two years after. Markomer and Buch, 
by this time dignified grandfathers, who had 
come to understand more and more the great 
service the priest had rendered by establishing 
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peace between them, visited him and begged that 
he tell them what they might do in gratitude to 
please him. 

Pushing his fingers thru his silvered hair 
he bethought himself and then answered : "When 
I was younger, I once visited Rome. There I liv- 
ed on the sixth floor of a house opposite a church 
called Maria della Pace, Our Lady of Peace. 
Within its holy precincts I prayed many an Our 
Father and many a Hail Mary to the Queen of 
Peace. It possesses also a renowned picture by 
Raphael. I have often thought of that church; 
if you have the money I would suggest building 
a chapel. . . ." 

"To our Lady of Peace," farmer Buch added. 

"Under the linden," interrupted Markomer. 

And so it happened. The chapel wias built to ac- 
commodate the families and help of the Markomer 
and Buch estates; in the field-procession on St. 
Mark's day, on Ascension, on Corpus Christi, it 
shelters the fourth, the prettiest of all the sta- 
tions. The first time when the priest on Roga- 
tion-day sang the Gospel of the Wheat and the 
Cockle and preached to his people gathered round 
the pulpit under the linden, the story of how 
peace was established between Markomer and 
Buch, and how the parish was cleared of its 
cockle, came to their mind unawares. 

The people of the neighboring villages are 
planning to do likewise and by appointing an 
arbitrator rid themselves of pettifogging lawyers, 
Jews, go-betweens and intermeddlers. In one 
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place the people have fixed upon their pastor 
and their mayor as eligible arbitrators; in an- 
other place there is a teacher emeritus who has 
nothing to do but live off his pension, with much 
time on his hands, whom some are looking to 
elect. A little town in the vicinity has agreed to 
invite a practical Catholic lawyer to settle in 
their midst. These plans are all praiseworthy ; but 
to the wish of possessing a peace-arbitrator must 
be joined the second wish, that he be appealed to 
for the sake of peace and not for the sake of 
quarreling. 



Man and His Illusions 

PART FIRST 
Unhallowed Sowings 

1. In the Council Room 

The directors of the Church Endowment Fund 
were in session. At the head of an oaken table in 
the vestry sat the Reverend Pastor and the 
mayor, next to them the secretary and the treas- 
urer; farther down, near the stove, as was their 
custom during winter, sat the two oldest mem- 
bers; a little removed from them, in the dusk 
near the door, the schoolmaster, the beadle and 
the warden. 

"Before we proceed any further," the Chairman 
presently remarked, "I propose that we consider 
the complaints against Sparr, the sexton-assist- 
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ant. Our teacher and organist, who is the real 
sexton, whom I have invited to the sitting, is 
now at greatest leisure. First of all, then, let 
us hear Mr. Obermiller, Senior." 

The gray-haired man, observant as ever of 
what was going on, arose and said: "There i3 
general talk about Sparr, the sexton-help and 
dissatisfaction with him. He is rough and loud- 
mouthed and a disturber of devotion. If per- 
chance some one without fault comes late, he 
fusses and scolds as if it were part of his duty, 
With the people at weddings and baptisms he 
deals insolently, nor is he particularly choice at 
times in speaking of the pastor. He is conten- 
tious, proud and no good, and some have said, he 
disgusts them with the church. Day before yes- 
terday, just before the evening Angelus, the maid 
of my daughter-in-law had lighted a candle and 
had begun the Rosary for her mother deceased. 
Sparr on the opposite side stood facing her; at 
last in her fright when she asked him what he 
meant, he brutally answered: 'To guard the 
alms-box thereupon weeping loudly she left the 
church. He has acted similarly towards others. 
Sometimes, it is true, he has siding with him 
those who enjoy a laugh, as when he told a 
grocer-woman it were better she ill-treated her 
stepdaughter less than go to Mass daily and sit 
half an hour on her heels in church. When the 
laugh incident to these words had subsided, Ober- 
miller, Senior, continued: "Such things are not 
becoming. A sacristan should conduct himself as 
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such, by modestly serving, not by angering the 
people. My opinion is that he should be sternly 
advised accordingly/' 

All agreed to this, excepting the tavern-keeper 
of the Brook Inn, who made a wry face but said 
nothing. 

"Why bother with much thinking and counsel- 
ing," the mayor interposed, "simply discharge 
Sparr and there will be peace in the church." 

"We have that as a last expedient any time," 
the priest rejoined; "Professor, what is your 
opinion; after all, you are Sparr's immediate 
superior?" 

The teacher, a strong, youthful man, whose look 
gave evidence of calm deliberation, replied: "As 
to his diligence, I cannot complain. Sparr is the 
first in the sacristy and the last to leave it; zeal- 
ously, perhaps with an undue haste and eager- 
ness, he attends to everything; I can rely upon 
him absolutely. He is on time no matter how 
cold the day. It is true, he is as sensitive as 
an egg without shell and, moreover, of a quar- 
relsome temper; however, until now I have got 
along with him." 

"Good, good !" the innkeeper muttered approv- 
ingly. 

The Reverend Pastor then continued : "In view 
of what the teacher has testified, it would not be 
right without further ado to dismiss the assist- 
ant, for I can confirm all that he has said in his 
favor. On the other hand, he must cease to an- 
noy and to disturb the worshipers and the mem- 
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bers of the church. I propose that the mayor 
and myself call him before us, to confront him 
with the charges and to advise that he mend his 
manners. If he relapses, we will summon him be- 
fore the whole Chapter; his dismissal will then 
be optional with the council. I beg you to consider, 
moreover, that Sparr did not receive exactly the 
proper education. Having lost his father in his 
infancy, he, an only son, was thoroughly spoiled 
by his mother. She loves no one but her boy. I 
believe she never once dared even to slap him. 
Consequently, he has always been a self-willed 
boy. All this must be taken into consideration." 

The pastor's motion was carried. 

"In disposing of this first matter before the 
board, an allusion was made to education," said 
the priest; "permit me to say a few words upon 
this subject to help you towards a proper un- 
derstanding of the term, which sooner or later, 
tho I hope not, we may be obliged to consider of- 
ficially." After having spoken on the theme for 
about a quarter of an hour, he concluded: 
"Gentlemen, you know that my mother and sis- 
ter, twelve years ago, adopted Agnes, an orphan, 
now eighteen years of age, brought her up and 
kept and treated her even as a member of the 
family: she is as good a child, innocent, pious, 
and industrious, as one would wish to find. Three 
years ago, when mother died, she made my sis- 
ter and me promise to keep the girl until ready 
for the vocation to which God would call her. We 
promised this the more readily because in doing 
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so we complied with our own wishes. Her grand- 
mother, who all this while bothered nothing about 
the child, now of a sudden requests to take her 
in charge, so that the girl, as she says, might 
make her fortune in the world. Agnes refuses 
positively to go, in which refusal I will uphold 
her to the utmost, for the reason especially that 
the old woman has not the best reputation. Now, 
then, it might come to this, that her guardian 
might interfere — " "There he is," some one re- 
marked, pointing to the innkeeper, who some- 
what embarrassed was looking at the table. 

"I am convinced," the priest continued, "nor 
do I fear but that mine host is embarrassed 
simply because he cannot favor the child as he 
would wish — " the taverner gave an emphatic 
nod — "cannot give her the best as he would like. 
If, however, in spite of persuasion, the grand- 
mother will not yield her claim, then, as a mat- 
ter of course, the question will have to be decided 
not only in the judicial court but before this 
council as well. These preliminary remarks suf- 
fice, and I hope that ends the affair." 

The tapster, landlord of the Brook Inn, got up 
to speak. Somewhat abashed he said: "As her 
guardian, I wish merely to thank the pastor for 
all that his blessed mother and his sister have 
done for Agnes. She could hardly have been 
brought up better. Still she cannot forever re- 
main at the rectory. Now that she is grown a 
strong and handsome girl, let her earn big money ; 
in a tavern — " 
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Insensibly the priest raised his head with a 
sharp look at the fellow. Interrupting his line 
of thought, the latter in a faint voice proceeded : 
"Your Reverence, I know very well that from 
her sixth year upward you cared and provided 
for Agnes gratuitously; nor could anyone hold 
it against you accordinely, if you look for some 
compensation. However, since her fourteenth 
year, the child has served you gratis, and during 
her schooldays has done her share of work : — hm, 
hm — in consideration of which I think the ac- 
count might be said to balance, — hm, hm, hm ; but 
— don't take it amiss, it is my opinion merely, and 
then, too, we can talk the matter over again." 

The innkeeper had barely dropped to his seat, 
when the priest, tall and commanding arose and 
said: "Surely, such words need an explanation 
— I give it unwillingly, but it is due to my peo- 
ple — I say, then, that Agnes did not serve me 
gratis. For the last six years Agnes has her 
Book of Deposit in which her earnings in my 
service are credited. She knows nothing of it; 
but if her guardian wishes, he may see and be 
convinced that the girl has not worked without 
compensation." 

"Your Reverence, as guardian of Agnes, I 
would like to take charge of her bank-book." The 
priest replied : "I will show it to you when you 
choose to call, but it will not leave my hands un- 
til Agnes is of age. Till then I will overlook 
and safeguard her money as my very own. Nor 
will it be a disadvantage to her even in a financial 
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way to continue for the meantime with my sis- 
ter. This, however, I emphasize, the house that 
has been a home to her for so many years, she 
shall not leave against her will." 

The taverner, to have the last word, rejoined : 
"Yes, yes, Your Reverence, I surely do not doubt 
that her money is as safe with you as with me — 

but I think the grandmother argues the 

girl has it too nice at the rectory, and this will 
spoil her for after life, hm, hm." 

Quite seriously the priest replied: "Landlord, 
in my house the rising hour is as early as in any 
house of the village. Nor need Agnes and my 
sister, after putting in order the rectory from 
top to bottom, after attending to two large gar- 
dens, the one in vegetables, the other in fruit 
trees, want for work. Neither have they time 
for trifling at the rectory, at least much less so 
than in a tavern ; nor for gossip or mischief -mak- 
ing. If obliged to leave us, Agnes will fit in any- 
where; she will be able to fill any position, for 
she has been taught to be conscientious and duti- 
ful. The world has nothing to teach her, ex- 
cepting perhaps what is strictly barred from my 
house, vulgarity, bad words and bad manners; 
and of these things it is well if she forever re- 
main ignorant. Be glad, then, that the maiden 
has a place where she is appreciated and her 
virtue protected. Virtue, which is beyond all 
price, will be her dowry." 

The guardian having nothing more to say, the 
Chairman proceeded: "The second point being 
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disposed of, let us take up the last. I beg the 
secretary to inform the Chapter of the financial 
condition of the Church Endowment Fund and 
what the available surplus will be for this year." 



2. An Important Resolution 

Chuckling and nudging one another the direc- 
tors listened to the statement of the secretary 
that the receipts overbalanced the expenses by 
five hundred marks. In spite of the fact that 
the parish church hardly ten years ago, had been 
totally renovated in and outside, that an organ 
had been purchased in the meantime, and that 
only recently an increase of salary had been al- 
lowed the organist, the choir-director and the 
sub— sexton, the savings of the last eight years, 
amounted to about five thousand marks. 

"The assets and the obligations are here be- 
fore you and also the statement of cash on hand." 
The treasurer unlocked the coffer and laid the 
money on the table. 

The Reverend Pastor after thanking the two 
members, the one for his statement, the other 
for his care of the moneys, added: "It will now 
be in order to decide whether to allow this money 
to rest and draw interest, or whether it were 
better to invest it for some good purpose; I call 
for suggestions which may afford a basis for an 
agreement." 

The schoolmaster got up to go. The pastor in- 
tervened : "Gentlemen, I propose that the teach- 
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er remain for this final matter also; upon one 
point especially I would like to have his opinion; 
it might be helpful to us." The Chapter 
agreed to this, while the teacher, laughing, said in 
an undertone to the pastor and to the mayor : 
"Then will I neatly have to play the scapegoat, 
for any unpopular measure that may be passed." 

The mayor spoke : "I advise the money be kept 
intact. The times are deceptive; it is hard tell- 
ing how soon the money may be needed. How- 
ever, I am not committed to this view; perhaps 
some better proposition will be offered." 

The innkeeper got up next and said: "In be- 
half of a number of townsmen I would like to 
make a suggestion. Our place is not among the 
smallest; we have fine societies, who are often 
visited during the summer by others from the 
neighboring towns. We have Veteran-Day, a 
Turner-Fest, a School-Day, Banner-Day, Flag- 
Day, King's-Day, Emperor's-Day, Kermess. But 
we have no pleasure-grounds. The Linden-mead- 
ow would do, only for being unfenced; access 
to it, moreover, is hard and it has no entertain- 
ment-hall, which might serve as a protection 
against the heat and rain. The people say that 
this must be changed if we are not to continue 
a laughing-stock for strangers. This meadow 
could be made serviceable and be known as the 
'Parish Fark/ From the bridge a direct broad- 
way could be built thither." 

"Any field will do, just so the taverner lives 
close to it," some one muttered ; "he would never 
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have opened his mouth in favor of a Parish 
Park if the meadow were not in his vicinity." 

"You're right," another whispered. The inn- 
keeper continued: "Now, I think the whole 
could be bought for the five or six thousand 
marks which the church has and does not need ; 
that is my advice." 

During this speech the members were getting 
restless. Finally the mayor rose: "Let me re- 
mark first of all, that the foundation money can- 
not be expended for any or all purposes. It must 
be used in accordance with the will of the foun- 
ders, who expressly determined that the money 
is solely for church purposes and not for specu- 
lation in parks and festival halls. Therefore the 
suggestion of the taverner is out of order and 
cannot be voted upon." 

"Why not?" the taverner blustered; "are we 
not masters of our own property?" 

"Of your personal property you are unlimited 
master," the mayor replied, "and so is each of 
us; but in regard to foundation-moneys, we are 
only stewards and strictly accountable to use it 
as specified in the deed, namely for church pur- 
poses." 

"But if we unanimously agree to do other- 
wise?" the innkeeper persisted; "the founders 
are dead, the living have their authority ; we can 
amend the deed." "This will never happen," re- 
torted the mayor. "Indeed not," assented the 
others, "and if it were done, the Government 
would nullify our action; the bishop also; they 
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watch and see that the money is used according 
to the intentions of the founders." 

"It is as you say," the treasurer affirmed. As 
accountant and treasurer he was privileged to 
speak next: "The High Altar is not liturgical," 
he explained ; "it is in the antique convolute style, 
and old and worm-eaten; the statues are grace- 
less; something more artistic is wanted; a new 
altar, up-to-date." 

"Of what pattern?" smilingly asked the priest. 

"Keep to the prevailing style," the treasurer 
answered, "that explains all. My brother-in-law, 
who has built so many altars, surely ought to 
know; his motto is : 'Keep to the prevailing style, 
and you are safe/ " 

"You're right," exclaimed one who seemed to 
understand. 

The Reverend Pastor rose. He considered it 
his duty to stand up in behalf of the Main Altar. 
"It is not antique nor in bizarre taste nor of 
distorted design, but fashioned by masters in the 
happiest Baroque style, and artistic in every de- 
. tail; the whole so perfectly conceived and exe- 
cuted it were almost impossible to reproduce its 
like nowadays. The center-piece, the frame of 
the miraculous picture, is a masterpice of first 
class, for which collectors and antiquarians have 
offered big sums. The whole country would laugh 
at us if we replaced the old, priceless altar for one 
of modern make, not one tenth its equal in worth 
or finish." 



Digitized by 



Man and His Illusions 



139 



"For five thousand marks my brother-in-law 
will build one higher than the present altar," the 
treasurer assured. 

"That is hardly a telling point," a neighbor 
remarked ; "the tallest people are not always the 
wisest nor the best." 

"I would emphatically oppose the treasurer," 
the priest concluded, "should he motion to replace 
our Main Altar by a dear and less valuable one ;" 
then agitatedly, "indeed, I affirm, if this altar, 
this precious work of art from the hallowed past, 
were taken away, I would not desire to officiate in 
this church any longer." 

"It was not meant quite so," said the treasurer 
in a lowered voice ; "I wish to withdraw my sug- 
gestion." 

"Two or three sets of exquisite holyday vest- 
ments might perhaps appeal to the Chapter," 
some one proposed in his turn; "for five or six 
thousand marks our church could purchase the 
finest for ten miles around. Why not procure 
them, when the money is on hand?" 

This plan was rather pleasing to many. 

The Rev. Pastor got up to speak : "I commend 
the last suggestion and as pastor ought to be the 
first one to favor it. However, before voting on 
the same I have a consideration to offer. You 
may receive it as you will; as a matter of con- 
science, I must tell you what touches my heart 
at this hour. Acquainted as you are with the 
Capital of our Province, I need not tell you that 
it is a town with eight thousand Protestant and 
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scarcely three hundred Catholic inhabitants. 
Among the latter, quite a number are blood 
relatives of ours, who moved thither to find work 
and are employed there; in respect to these we 
are like the rich man in the Gospel beside poor 
Lazarus, who was told to satisfy his hunger with 
the crumbs from the table of the rich. At high 
rent they have hired a room where once a fort- 
night Mass is offered up and a sermon is given. 
For the sick, the children, the old, there is prac- 
tically no provision. Under these sorry religious 
conditions how many a soul is lost! What bring- 
ing up have the children, in what condition do 
the aged die, where there is no church, no regular 
divine service, no resident priest? People more 
favorably situated can not even suspect the pitia- 
ble things which happen in such a place. These 
conditions could be improved if help were given 
at the right time. At present a fine, large place 
in the town, with a plain but neat house on it, is 
for sale. The latter would do for priest and 
schoolhouse; the lot would accommodate a little 
church and if need be, afford room for a second 
house. The price for house and lot is twelve 
thousand marks. This is very cheap; the first 
payment, however, is large, namely, six thousand 
marks in cash. 

"Now, then, in view of the great need 
and poverty of our coreligionists it seems 
to me a great responsibility, if just in order to 
get rid of our money, we should purchase for our 
church which is fully supplied in every detail, 
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lich and ornate vestments or a Main Altar. In a 
formal way we are justified. Still I think that 
he who in order personally to absorb the interest 
on his capital, would dine daily upon truffles and 
tarts, the while a poor neighbor's family is starv- 
ing on black bread, would be guilty of a criminal 
indulgence, in spite of his hundred avowals: 'It 
is my right.' To put it briefly : We rich villagers 
have the means to help our destitute Catholic 
brethren to build a church and school, to have 
regular religious services and to have a resident 
pastor in that Protestant district. Then, why 
not assist them? We have simply to will it with 
a unanimous yes. 

"Supposing we send two men to the Capital to- 
morrow, covertly to buy the house and place, 
laying down as first payment six thousand marks 
cash — namely the five thousand from the treas- 
ury and the one thousand I would contribute, — 
and supposing again that later on the Chapter 
pay them a visit, during the Octave of Corpus 
Christi, for example, and would say to them: 
'Catholic Brethren, this house and lot, upon which 
we have paid six thousand marks, is intended as 
the site for your future parish; there are six 
thousand marks still due on it which, we trust, 
you will be able to meet; if not, we are at hand 
to back you,' — what a grand work that would be 
in the sight of God and man, a thousand times 
more commendable than any news article like 
this : The village Ortingen has purchased for five 
thousand marks, grand, golden vestments,' — 
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don't all of you think so? The thanks our parish 
would thereby merit from God, from the Catholics 
of the Diaspora, from the Patron Saiht and from 
the Guardian Angel of the place, from our bishop 
also, — would be worth to us, aside from the good 
example we thereby give to the whole diocese, a 
million times more than all our boasting on Cor- 
pus Christi Day or at Easter : 'We villagers have 
the costliest vestments in the land/ May God 
grant that that which we agree upon may be to 
His honor and glory!" 

The impression which these words produced 
was great. Generally it takes time and continued 
exhortation till the soul mellows to some great, 
magnanimous deed; on this occasion the resolve 
was instant; the eyes of the majority spoke their 
enthusiastic assent to the novel, wholehearted 
proposition. 

Four, five members got up at once to second 
the suggestion. The oldest among them said: 
"Certainly it is more conducive to the honor of 
God, to help reintroduce the old Catholic wor- 
ship in a place from which for centuries it has 
been banished, than to buy a new altar or new 
vestments, and He will reimburse our parish for 
what it expends in His name." 

"I wish merely to inquire if it be in accordance 
with the mind of the founders to expend these 
moneys for the benefit of outside parishes?" This 
query came from the taverner. 

"Your question has already been answered by 
the previous speaker," the priest rejoined. 
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"The foundation was made by our ancestors and 
forefathers for the support and spread of our 
holy Catholic Religion. Having no present or im- 
mediate want for the money, it is surely per- 
missible to invest it for a religious purpose in 
behalf of our poor, oppressed Catholic brethren. 
We infer this from the very name of our Church, 
'the Catholic/ which means universal, whose 
children the world over are brothers and sisters. 
This was taught us by the first Christians, who 
from their surplus assisted their poor straitened 
brethren in Jerusalem, for which St. Paul prais- 
ed them. It was this spirit that actuated the 
founders of this parish, and could they come 
back to us from beyond the grave, they would as- 
suredly tell us : 'Not only is it in accordance with 
our intention, but it is our will, that you help 
your poor brethren of the Diaspora.' In conclu- 
sion and by way of throwing light upon the con- 
dition of these scattered Catholics let us hear 
what our respected teacher who was brought up 
there will tell us at first-hand about the 
Diaspora." 

Surprised, the schoolmaster got up and plead- 
ed he was not prepared to speak, but that, as a 
service to his scattered brethren, he would do his 
best. He then began : "To have a church, to have 
regular Sunday services, how necessary is this 
if the faithful are not to lose their faith! There 
are many Catholic artisans who from the time of 
their apprenticeship have resided in the Capital, 
where for many years there had been no Mass 
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at all, so that they have forgotten even the Com- 
mandments of the Church. Their non-Catholic 
friends and neighbors have assured them and 
they have gradually accepted the statement, that 
staying away from church on Sunday is noth- 
ing. A promised or an unexpected visit, a sum- 
mer excursion, a business deal, a society celebra- 
tion or anything similar, is considered a serious, 
an excusing pretext. Having worked all week, 
no one thinks it amiss to sleep late on Sunday. 

"All this would be changed if once they had 
their own little church, the bells of which on the 
Lord's day would summon the faithful from city 
and country to Holy Mass; most of them would 
heed the call, and their first love, the faith of 
their childhood, would again be enkindled. How 
many were married by the preacher because there 
was no Catholic church near; how often did the 
priest, in spite of all haste, come too late to as- 
sist the injured and dying? In our very home, 
there was a case to the point; our servant-girl 
took sick suddenly and died before the priest ar- 
rived. Incessantly she cried if he had not yet 
come, and even after she had breathed her last 
her glazing eyes were still fixed on the door — 
never to the end of my life will I forget the ter- 
rible sight ! And think of the benefit to the people 
if they had their own Catholic school? Many a 
family but for the absence of a school would 
have kept its children in the faith. How much 
I might tell of the mockery and the discrimina- 
tion we as children were made to suffer at school. 
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How often the very State Readers were quoted 
against us. I could go on indefinitely. It would 
be a great charity on part of the Chapter if it 
helped these 'dispersed ones' towards a church, a 
school and a resident priest. Think of your own 
children ; think how they are looked after in that 
cozy, beautiful, trusted home, the parish school; 
towards such a home give a helping hand to the 
children of the Diaspora; God will reward you 
a thousand times." 

The teacher was loudly acclaimed for his touch- 
ing, timely words; that the pastor's proposition 
would be accepted was now a certainty. A few 
objections of the treasurer having been disposed 
of, the vote was called. With the exception of 
two, the plan suggested by the priest was carried. 
The objectors were the treasurer and the tav- 
erner. 

"The last shot is not yet fired," said the inn- 
keeper scoffmgly to the former, as the pair was 
descending the council stairs. 



3. Agnes 

"Till hushed my breath, 
I'll sigh, sweet Death, for thy far home ! 
For in this world I'm sad and lone; 
Come soon, sweet Death !" 

These words a girl was singing in the rectory 
garden. Neither her temperament, however, 
nor her happy voice nor the surroundings of the 
little songstress, were of a kind to suggest such 
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melancholy words. The bloomingmaid, upon whose 
countenance the untarnished, pure grace of child- 
hood just opening to fulness, throned ; who looked 
all the world in the face with ready, innocent 
eyes, did scant justice to the orphan "sad and 
lone," whose lament she was chanting. Nor did it 
contribute to the setting of her plaint, to see with 
what dexterity among a wilderness of flowers, 
she deftly fitted into a huge bouquet, red and 
white roses, pinks, lilies, lilacs and greens. Still 
less did the garden, nor the trellised house in 
which the little singer, fairest of all the flowers, 
stood, form the proper environment for her lyric. 

How cozy the garden enclosure looked ! The rear 
wall, overgrown with a variety of runners and 
little flowers, wall pinks and ferns, was a struc- 
ture about man-high built of white brittle tufa. 
To the front of the garden on the right, em- 
bowered in vines, stood the priest's house; its 
polished, glistening, flower-boxed windows so re- 
flected the sun, they seemed to be emitting light. 
On the left side of the enclosed plot lay the 
flower and vegetable gardens bordered and bed- 
ded with a jungle of odoriferous rose-bushes and 
elder-shrubs, — a blessed paradisal wilderness ex- 
tending to the very garden entrance. The arbor 
was overshaded by the obliging branches in 
shimmering white and red of a majestic apple 
tree in bloom. It was an exceptionally beautiful 
day in May. A glorious sky overspanned the 
earth and smiled upon the priest's garden and 
the orchard and the meadow adjoining. All na- 
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ture, fragrant with the tribute of flowers and 
scintillant with light, was in its happiest mood, 
just like its queen, the lovely Agnes, who in her 
bower was emulating the song of the larks and the 
linnets on the field and in the trees. A curly haired 
dog lay sprawling at her feet, basking in the sun, 
without deigning the fair gardener a single look 
and a little lizard with lightning movement was 
playing hide and seek among the stones. 

"In all this world I'm sad and lone," she sang 
again, engrossed in her work of fitting a just 
completed huge bouquet into a vase. "This makes 
the fourth one filled," she said, "now two more 
and the middle altar is adorned; then four more 
for the Virgin's altar. 

"Oh, come then soon, sweet Death ! Come soon, 
sweet — " she wished to continue, but at that very 
moment the garden gate creaked, and the dog 
sprang to his feet barking. 

The maiden looked and then turning to the 
dog she said: "Shame, Grunter, shame! Don't 
you know the sacristan? Go, chase out the 
chickens — there, just slipping thru the hedge; 
see, two are already scratching in the lettuce; 
scht, scht, scht!" 

While the noisy dog was driving out the 
chickens, he whom Agnes designated "the sacris- 
tan" came up the garden to the rectory. It was 
Sparr. He was a lank, overgrown youth with a 
red scraggy beard and a head of scrubby hair. 
With a look timid yet bold he glanced at the 
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girl and, lifting his cap, he greeted and courtesied 
ceremoniously. 

"God bless you, Jack!" spoke Agnes, smiling; 
"it is all hurry to-day — for me to decorate, for 
you to clean up." 

He passed on rapidly ; but before entering the 
rectory, he turned and looked once more as if 
fascinated, at the girl, who as before was busy 
with her work. 

In the study of the priest upstairs, Sparr was 
reprimanded by the Rev. Pastor, as the Chapter 
had ordered. 

Like an entrapped fox, the young fellow winc- 
ed and turned under the reprimand and the advice 
of the priest : humble to the dust one moment, the 
next, with eyes ablaze that betrayed the wish 
within him to defy his kind, dispassionate men- 
tor to his face. During the whole interview, the 
fellow, to confuse the issue, kept babbling of 
one thing, then of another, until finally told to 
answer briefly and without any irrelevant re- 
marks the questions put to him. 

"Now mark you this," said the priest : "do not 
interfere with visitors to the church and stop 
your uncalled-for remarks about people. You 
have good qualities, but unless you get rid of 
your bad ones, you'll have the parish against 
you, and you'll have to resign." 

"Then I will cast myself down from the tower," 
the assistant, with eyes aflash, instantly inter- 
rupted. 
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"I strictly forbid such remarks in my pres- 
ence," said His Reverence exasperated. "Until 
now I have taken your part, but such words and 
behavior destroy the pleasure I find in protecting 
you." 

With a piercing look, studying and threatening, 
the sub-sexton was watching the priest while lis- 
tening to the words just recorded. Then sudden- 
ly and abruptly, bowing deeply, he said: "Your 
Reverence, I will comply ; I will satisfy the parish 
and you also." 

A moment after he was gone. 

"A peculiar fellow," the priest remarked, "and 
yet I must not prejudge him." 

In the meantime the little flower girl down in 
the garden corner had received company. The 
teacher, and his mother who kept house for him, 
wished to help Agnes in decorating the church 
for the feast. 

"What sad words, Agnes, you were singing," 
the mother remarked. Agnes explained joyfully : 
"The sadder the song, the more I like it ; I can't 
account for it, altho it has always been so." 

"And yet I have never seen you unhappy," the 
teacher observed. "No; and still nothing jars 
me like loud laughing," she added. "That's simply 
becoming a decent girl," the mother, smiling 
sweetly at the maiden, remarked as she was start- 
ing for the church across the street with two 
large vases of flowers. The teacher left alone 
with Agnes asked: "Have you seen to-morrow's 
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Sunday paper?" "No," she replied, continuing 
her work. "A poem, listen !" 

The Farewell 
We decked her to our sad delight 
A last time with earth's tinsel light ; 
The ringlets in her golden hair 
A last time spoke a mother's care; 

A moment thus, then from our view 
She passed, 'twas with a last adieu; 
A nun demure, veiled form and face, 
To please a Spouse of wondrous grace. 

Now ope, ye cloistral gates, the fair! 
Alas! to leave the pleasures rare: 
Comforts, honors, friends and home, 
As would her youth and grace become. 

"Thy wreath is wetted with our tears, 
Oh, chide thou not our sighs and fears!" 
"Forsooth ! Then voice not your distress 
In time like this of happiness/' 

Fain would her heav'n-lit eye proclaim 
What peace within the cell does reign. 
"Go, lovely maid, serene and pure, 
The Loved One is the lover's lure." 

She listened with curiosity at first, then of a 
sudden she raised her head blushing deeply, and 
with a frightened look peered into the paper, to 
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see if what the teacher had read was really there. 
When, however, he showed her the paper and the 
poem signed "Agnes," she snatched it from him 
and exclaimed: "For God's sake, professor, how 
did my poem get into the Sunday Leaflet? I gave 
it to none but your sister to read and she is in 
the convent! This exposes me terribly before 
all the world ! If uncle or aunt harbor the least 
suspicion — I will have to leave the house! And 
signed, too, with my name! It will kill me with 
shame !" 

She dropped her hands, speechless. 

With a smile he said: "Agnes, the miscreant 
stands before you. The poem having pleased me 
so much, I thought it but right by having it 
published, to share my pleasure with others. You 
see what the letter I have taken from the letter- 
box says: To 'Agnes!' Please, sent us more like 
it soon." 

"For goodness' sake!" the girl stammered, "had 
I expected this, I would never have written it. 
But how did you get the poem?" 

"My sister, to whom you dedicated it as a 
parting gift on her entering the convent, gave 
it to me. When giving it, she remarked that it 
grieved her to part with Agnes' poem, but that 
holy poverty permitted no alternative, and that 
I should return it to you with her best regards. 
I read the poem, copied it, and sent it in — if its 
publication has pained you, I beg your pardon. 
Here is the original." 
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Drawing forth from his vest-pocket a little 
rose-tinted sheet, he handed it to Agnes; she, as 
if ashamed of it, hid it away immediately. 

"For heaven's sake tell nobody about it," she 
whispered, "the lines were meant for your sis- 
ter only." Steps were heard ; it was the teacher's 
mother. 

Across the street from the church the spying 
eye of the sexton-help had taken in this little 
episode between the two. 

"Ah, I see, such is the state of affairs between 
the two," he hissed. "He has handed her a love- 
note to turn her head. But I will observe and 
watch — No one, none, none, shall touch this 
flower, did you hear that, pedagogue?" So mut- 
tered he, the jealous one, his evil eye still fixed 
on them; only upon the return of the teacher's 
mother did he cease his espionage. 

"The old mother suddenly screamed and turn- 
ed round, as she came near Agnes." 

Laughing gleefully, Agnes asked : "Mother, did 
my garden-police frighten you?" 

"Garden police? No, but don't you see that re- 
pulsive frog, and right behind you, a snake !" 

Unconcernedly the girl looked at the reptiles 
and said : "The one is a slow-worm, dear friend. 
The snails he rids the plants of at earliest dawn, 
is a service worth while; the other, a toad, is 
also welcome; they are my dear and valued syl- 
van police who stand guard against all garden- 
vermin." 



Digitized by 



Man and His Illusions 



153 



"But so ugly and repulsive ;" commented the 
old woman. 

"Our good God has made them," Agnes said 
simply. 

"I have other such friends in the garden that 
know me, ants, for example, and strangest of all, 
two beautiful garden-snakes; the latter devour 
mice and noxious things and injure no one if let 
alone; they are not poisonous. I am sure they 
know me." 

The woman shook her head in a way that meant 
to say she would never enter the garden again. 

"You are quite versatile," the teacher compli- 
mented the maiden, "elegist, poet, and mistress 
of the animal world." 

"Please, professor, do not mock me, the titles 
you give me afford me no pleasure because the 
very one I crave most of all is forever beyond 
my reach — ." 

"Which one?" 

Guileless as a child, Agnes replied: "The 
title of my patron saint: Virgin and martyr. The 
martyr's crown may still be within the scope of 
Christians living in Africa or in Asia among the 
Chinese. If you or someone could help me to 
such a title it were better than placarding me in 
the Sunday Leaflet." 

They collected a last handful of roses. 

The teacher quite respectfully asked: "Are 
these your dispositions? Who knows what God 
has in store for you. The passion flower blooms 
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here in our country, nay, may bloom in our very 
midst, as well as elsewhere." 



4. The Sowing of the Wicked 
There was a rumpus again in the house of Mrs. 
Sparr, the mother of the sexton-assistant. The 
son had come home with eyes ablaze and features 
distorted. 

The reprimand of the pastor and what he 
suspected about Agnes had wrought his passion- 
ate soul to fury. With effort he had until now 
controlled himself ; but once at home, he let loose. 
€ursing and with clenched fists, he wished every 
possible evil to the priest, the teacher, the whole 
neighborhood ; conversing with himself, nor mind- 
ing the interruptions of his mother, he raved, 
mad with anger. She tried her best by petting 
to quiet her strange boy. "Just wait, Jack," she 
soothed, "the priest and the schoolmaster, too, 
will have to leave the village, we'll see to that; 
the people must be informed of what goes on in 
the rectory-garden, and Agnes will get her 
deserts also — " 

Instantly quieted, he shouted: "What do you 
wish to do to Agnes? Don't you dare to say a 
word against her, or else I'll kill you and my- 
self!" 

She smiled uncomfortably and then said in a 
confidential tone: "Why, Jack, all I wish is to 
part her and the teacher," then with a wily 
laugh, "none but you shall marry Agnes. Just 
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leave it to me, and it will be all right. But you can 
help; ingratiate yourself with the taverner, he 
is Agnes' guardian; do you understand?" 

Shortly after, she left the little room on mis- 
chief bent. It was not long before she was en- 
gaged telling the curious neighbors that her son, 
so good and pious as to spend half -nights in 
church praying, had that very afternoon sur- 
prised Agnes and the teacher together ; upon in- 
forming the priest of the situation in order to 
open his eyes and to forestall all scandal, he was 
commanded to say nothing and even threatened 
with the loss of his position if he did not leave 
the two alone. What a condition of things in a 
priest-house ! This is what old Mrs. Sparr told 
the neighbors. The people believed her and were 
astounded. 

On his part, Sparr the sexton, went to see the 
taverner. His face was aglow, his eyes sparkled 
proudly and aggressively. The words of his 
mother had nerved him on, — the priest must leave 
and the teacher also. His diseased mind took 
hold of the plan with a fiendish malignity and 
made it its own. "The priest must go!" — With 
this challenge on his lips he entered the tavern. 

Round a table in the rear were sitting the inn- 
keeper, the treasurer and as third guest, a fellow 
of shady character from the city. "That is our 
main," the taverner whispered to the others when 
Sparr entered. The trio cordially invited him to 
join them, and before long, the four had outlined 
a plan which would compel the "parson" to go 
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The taverner's pride insisted upon this in revenge 
for having lost his motion at the Chapter. 
The stranger from the city, with a satisfied 
grin, did the treating; as there was no stint 
to the liquor, tongues were soon unloosed, 
and Sparr as a matter of course betrayed 
his intentions concerning Agnes. The landlord 
struck glasses with him and smiling cunningly 
whispered into Jack's ear : "If you do your part 
to incite the people against the priest, he must 
leave; but Agnes will not leave, so say I, her 
guardian. Then you shall have her; here is my 
hand on it." 

Thereupon Sparr embraced and kissed the 
tapster, calling him his father-in-law and other 
effusive names. "We have made a sowing to-day," 
the stranger interspersed, "may this sowing 
thrive! Watch the rectory day and night and 
let nothing escape you. From the most trifling cir- 
cumstances much oftentimes can be made; re- 
port everything. Spy above and below, to the 
rear and to the front and around the house, be 
all eyes and ears ; let the priest know he is being 
secretly followed, play him all kinds of exasper- 
ating tricks, in this way he will sicken of the 
place. The rest others will attend to." 

Somewhat surprised and abashed, the treasurer 
listened to these final instructions of the stran- 
ger; he had not reckoned that the intrigues 
planned against his own pastor would be of a kind 
so contemptible and criminal. Nevertheless he said 
nothing. The innkeeper, however, felt not the 
least scruple at what was said, and least of all 
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Sparr, whose eyes glowed with a greenish light 
and an unhallowed joy. "The whole world's friend, 
the parson's enemy," he repeated to himself on 
his way home. 

The substance of the stranger's soliloquy on 
his return to the city that night, might 
be readily surmised. "The simple expedient will 
again approve itself : Given two or three un- 
scrupulous fellows who in season and out of 
season will continue for a few months to flatter 
the people, and who at the same time under the 
guise of religious zeal, with glib, fine-spun words 
will tell them the priest is no good — and the re- 
sult will be, that with this or any other such tell- 
ing phrase, they will put the best parish at outs 
with its 'parson' in a few weeks, and no power 
on earth will be able to heal the breach. It will be 
our concern, moreover, to have appear regularly 
in the papers especially on the so-called holydays, 
short, spicy articles against the ^parson' ; these 
items, which will be scattered broadcast thru 
the place, will report that it is general talk the 
bishop must remove the priest, that otherwise 
the people of Ortingen will never have peace, nor 
the parish which is going to pieces, be saved. 

"The people will read these articles, believe 
them and imagine they were written by them- 
selves. If the dupes succeed in drawing an episco- 
pal commission, they will swear the 'parson' 
guilty of everything and affirm that if he is not 
soon removed, bloodshed and murder will follow; 
finally the pastor is forced to leave amid the jeers 
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and shouts of the people. It is not the first time we, 
who profit by it, have accomplished this. If 
a successor is appointed we instruct the villagers 
how to appraise him. They will praise or criti- 
cize or oppose him exactly as we direct. What 
was it my old grandfather repeated time and 
again: 'The world is full of deceit and misery, 
and upon the very brink of despair, because peo- 
ple will not use their common sense/ So it is. 

"Thinking requires patience and some head- 
strain, whereas tale-bearing and gossip is so easy, 
and the scrutiny and judging of others so sweet. 
Three cheers and long life to Stupidity, to Cre- 
dulity ; these are the allies that help us to success ! 
May our sowing in Ortingen, thrive ! ha, ha, — ha, 
ha, ha, ha !" Dismally sounded the laughter of the 
fiendish fellow as he disappeared in the fog of the 
night. 

5. The Bad Seed Sprouts 
The decree of the Chapter was put into ex- 
ecution. A delegation of two bought the house 
and garden in the district-city, and on the after- 
noon of Corpus Christi Day, a deputation head- 
ed by the Rev. Pastor, visited the place unan- 
nounced, and met one hundred fifty or more of 
the mission Catholics at an outing in a pleasure 
garden where they were innocently enjoying 
themselves. They were in a depressed mood, for 
they had just learned that the place they had in 
view for a church had been purchased by some 
stranger. 
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But when the pastor of Ortingen informed 
them of the resolution the Chapter had passed, 
and when the senior of the council handed them 
the deed of purchase and when, moreover, they 
had heard the priest's words: "Now in remem- 
brance of your neighboring Catholic parish, ac- 
cept the place from its hands and work that you 
have a little church and school soon," — their hap- 
piness was unbounded. They thanked the dele- 
gation with tears ; old and young surrounded the 
visitors, wished them and the Ortingen parish 
the blessing of God a thousand, thousand times 
and promised never to forget their signal bene- 
factors. 

"Not even in heaven can one feel happier," re- 
marked the delegates one to another on their 
homeward journey. "That was, indeed, a deed 
more meritorious than we supposed; God be 
praised to have granted us the pleasure to do it." 

The old Ortingen forest warden, who went 
along, tapping the teacher on the shoulder, said : 
"Professor, I will remember you for the fine words 
you spoke at the council. You may always depend 
upon me and upon my married son in the city; 
my grandchildren will now be brought up Catho- 
lics without doubt!" 

It would have been wholesome for all Ortingen 
to have witnessed the happy scene. 

The day after the octave of Corpus Christi, the 
priest, tho the Mass was over, remained an un- 
usually long time in the church. He was very 
serious and lost in thought upon returning to his 
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house. His sister inquired : "Are you ailing, per- 
haps?" To his no, she added, laughing: "Or is it 
with you as with Agnes? She, too, of late is much 
troubled with melancholia." 

"The girl?" he asked surprised, "what's the 
matter with her?" 

"If she only knew herself; she was generally 
happy and awake ; she could eat and drink — now 
all of a sudden it seems as if a blight had struck 
her. Night before last a sound awoke me; I 
listened. Agnes in her room was speaking to her- 
self and sobbing loudly. I knocked at the wall 
and called; she did not hear. I got up then to 
look after her. The girl was asleep in bed, loudly 
grieving about something, her face bathed in 
tears. I shook her and asked : 'What is the mat- 
ter, my child?' She stared at me, then closed her 
eyes again and continued to whimper: 'Some- 
thing is going to happen, they are going to kill 
Reverend Uncle/ 

"It took me half an hour to console and quiet 
the girl. Last night the same thing happened. 
Nor is it different in daytime; she glides thru 
the house and says she feels oppressed, oppressed 
unto death — as she would feel, for example if 
you were found dead, or she were obliged to leave 
your house. Do you say a few words to her; it 
is getting on my nerves." 

The pastor listened attentively; once his lips 
moved with a tremor of pity as if he would speak ; 
but he remained silent and with a few words re- 
assured his sister and dismissed her. He got up 
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and before the large picture of the Crucifixion 
above his bed, he prayed : "Divine Master, if Thou 
wishest to impose upon me Thy cross, just so 
Thy grace accompany it, Thy will be done; but 
do not let me become a scandal to anyone." 

Then he sat down and wrote a letter, and for 
a while was busy figuring. The foolscap upon 
which the net results were transferred was head- 
ed: "My Last Will." This with the letter of ex- 
planation was forwarded to the notary of the 
city that he verify and stamp it. After his great 
work of charity for the scattered Catholics of the 
district, what could possibly grieve or overshadow 
the soul of the good priest? Did God wish to save 
his humility against yielding to self-praise in 
what he had accomplished? Or did the spirits of 
hell mean to revenge themselves on the pastor, 
the true victim of Christ, because he had provided 
one place more on earth for Divine Service and 
where salvation might be found? 

Of the machination in the village develop- 
ing against him, he had as yet no intimation. 
Sparr the sacristan was as a changed man — 
humble and obliging. He was constantly 
in the rectory to ask — was there any- 
thing he might do in the garden or elsewhere; 
he consulted the priest about every trifling thing 
in the church, — he was wonderfully changed. The 
priest's sister and Agnes loathed his obsequious- 
ness, but the pastor begged them to make allow- 
ance for his good will. "Give him something to 
do now and then, and let him lunch with you. In 
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this way he may rid himself of his inquisitive- 
ness." Towards the people he was so accommo- 
dating and well-mannered that they were aston- 
ished. So much so that an opinion in his favor 
was begotten among the villagers: "He keeps a 
careful eye on the rectory and the schoolhouse; 
he could tell many a thing others do not even 
suspect," they said. 

At the same time the question began to be 
agitated whether, after all, it was not gross 
stupidity to have given five thousand marks to 
strangers who were no concern of the .parish, 
when the money might have come so handy to 
the village. With reiteration the fact was em- 
phasized that the taverner and the treasurer had 
manfully opposed the suggestion, but that the 
priest and the teacher who had not even a right 
in the Chapter, backed by the other subservient 
voters, had forcibly carried the resolution to give 
the money awiay. The gossip spread; in every 
house the subject was broached and the defenders 
of the pastor grew fewer aaid fewer. Even some 
of the councilors denied the assent they had given 
and put the blame wholly on the priest and the 
schoolmaster. 

And evil intimation of another kind began to 
spread : "It is plain why the 'parson' and the 
pedagogue are so friendly. Agnes and the pro- 
fessor are as good as engaged. The girl, who by 
this time is spoiled for common life, was forced 
upon the latter — and with so many well-to-do 
girls of good families in the village who might 
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have suited the teacher better, — all kinds of liber- 
ties are permitted him in the garden, all of which 
is so contrary to good manners and morals." 

The reader knows the originator of this gos- 
sip : it was the mother of the sub-sacristan. Other 
scandalous things which she fabricated were told 
under the seal of secrecy only, and were of a 
nature to rob the priest, his sister and the un- 
suspecting Agnes of their very honor and good 
name. 

So it came to pass that by the diffusion of this 
secret, insinuating poison of lies, the whole par- 
ish became as if paralyzed. Not a man was 
found publicly to oppose with energy the dis- 
seminator of trouble, to halt him, to bring him 
to the priest and in his presence make him prove 
or disown his words. Even those who refused 
to believe the worst doubted and allowed the 
baiting to go on. Without a step toward self- 
protection, without reflection, without proof, for- 
getting all the good their priest had ever done, 
his faithfulness, his tempered sternness, his sacri- 
fices — the parish, suffered itself to be disrupted, 
suffered itself to be torn from its shepherd, by a 
couple of irresponsible, criminal fellows. Oh, 
the sad mystery of sin! that such a change in a 
whole congregation which, but shortly before 
boasted of its love for the church and its pastor, 
could be possible. 

Had the mind of the priest been less un- 
suspecting, he would have noticed many a sin- 
ister word and act from those plotting against 



Digitized by Google 



164 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 

him. The very look and greeting and behavior 
of his people towards him had changed. Still, he 
observed nothing. A premonition, however, 
weighed him down and this morning kept him 
in the church at the foot of the cross ; it was this 
foreboding that urged him to make his Will. 

6. His Testament 

One afternoon, a few days later, the city no- 
tary, the mayor, Mr. Obermiller, Senior, and the 
head teacher met at the rectory. The Rev. Pas- 
tor had asked them to witness and sign the Will ; 
he was reticent, however, as to its provisions. 
"You will learn the details," he said with a smile, 
"when I am dead." All having signed, he secured 
the documnet with a triple seal; then he said 
seriously: "When this is broken, I will be no 
longer among the living." 

"God grant that may be far off," the mayor 
prayed, seconded by all. The pastor next took 
the sealed document and putting it in an envelope 
laid it on a table in his bedroom. "Now then," 
said he, "let me treat you to a sip of wine down- 
stairs for your trouble in my behalf." 

The invitation was hardly spoken, when a loud 
noise was heard outside. The priest hurried to 
the door. He found standing there the inquisi- 
tive sexton with an armful of wood, several sticks 
of which had fallen to the floor. 

"I — I am carrying up wood," the fellow un- 
masked, with lowered eyes excused himself. 
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"No, no, you were eavesdropping; the way 
from the lower floor does not pass my door. Are 
you not ashamed of such vulgarity? 0 

Grinding his teeth, the convicted listener look- 
ed at the priest but immediately dropped his head 
and said : "I beg your pardon, I will never do it 
again !" Thereupon Sparr crossed the hall to its 
other side, going a story higher. The priest, how- 
ever, let his guests precede him to the lower room, 
then with an "excuse me a minute, I will return 
soon/' returned to his study. He took from his 
desk a Hundred-Mark bill and placed it in a 
second envelope unsealed, beside the first, after 
which he went down to the men. He had hardly 
left his study when the door to his bedroom 
opened quietly and the sacristan entered. He ex- 
amined the large envelope. Within it he saw the 
sealed Will. "I can do nothing with that," he 
grumbled. Then he took up the other envelope. 
"Ah ! a Hundred-Mark bill !" he chuckled, exam- 
ining it for a while. Suddenly, with gleaming 
eyes and altered face, quick as lightning, he took 
the bill and shoved it into the envelope with the 
testament, which he then sealed. The now empty 
second envelope he placed beside the other, just 
as he found it, then noiselessly leaving, he foot- 
ed into the room the dog, which was lying by the 
threshold, closed the door, and with a mocking 
leer went down and out into the yard. The dog 
immediately began to bark and howl. 

"Jack, go up and let the growler out," Agnes 
bade the sexton, just as she was serving wine to 
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the men. "No, Agnes, you better go yourself," 
quickly enjoined the priest. 

"All right, uncle," and the girl tripped up the 
stairs and released the yelping dog. 

After a little while the priest said to the no- 
tary : "You can save me the sending of a bill ; as 
treasurer of the Catholic Diaspora you can credit 
me with a hundred marks, which I have received 
in trust for them and which I will hand over 
to you. The money is already laid by." 

"With pleasure," the notary assented. But 
when he came to look for it, the envelope was 
empty. Nowhere was there a trace of the bill. 
The longer he sought, the more excited the priest 
became. 

"Did you perhaps put the bill in with the Will?" 
the notary inquired. 

"No — impossible," the priest replied ; "I sealed 
the testament and placed it in the envelope in 
view of all of you ; whereas I took out the Hun- 
dred-Mark bill only after you had gone below." 
Amid this excitement and confusion, it is readily 
seen how it happened that he forgot to open the 
first envelope. 

"Has no one been in the room?" the notary 
ventured to ask. "None but Agnes," altho un- 
wittingly he thought of Jack Sparr. Agnes was 
called; she saw nothing, in fact, she had not 
been in the room at all. Finally, the sexton-as- 
sistant was questioned. Not satisfied with prov- 
ing that he had been all the while in the yard, 
he demanded that he be searched ; he emptied his 
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pockets, took off his shoes, and swore by all that's 
holy he had stolen nothing. The money had 
disappeared and could not be found. 

"Under the circumstances, dear notary," said 
the priest in his great dilemma, "I can give you 
nothing; I have not another hundred just now 
at hand. Of course, I am responsible for the 
money; that must satisfy you/' 

With malignant pleasure Sparr overheard the 
last words. 

Eight days after, one of the most vicious leaf- 
lets of the Capital spoke about questionable things 
happening in the parsonage of Ortingen. A 
hundred marks which the priest had received for 
charitable purposes had been stolen, but instead 
of examining the inmates of the parsonage, he ac- 
cused of theft and subjected to a humiliating per- 
sonal examination before a crowd of approved 
boon companions, a young man wholly innocent, 
who enjoys the best of reputation and is univer- 
sally liked; as a matter of course the innocence 
of the youth was fully established. The parish 
is in revolt at the occurrence and in view of what 
has happened is asking and would like to know 
the value of the guarantee which the rectory af- 
fords for the moneys entrusted to it for charit- 
able purposes. 

The leaflet was secretly slipped into every vil- 
lage house. And it was read by the folk with 
an avidity and assent, as if it were a page from 
the Gospel or from a prayer-book, and not rather 
as the calumniating drivel from the pen of a de- 
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graded and unscrupulous scoundrel. In propor- 
tion as the pastor came to be mistrusted, sym- 
pathy for the poor "assistant" grew among the 
people, whom he obliged in every way. 

A week later, a second news item of the kind 
above appeared in the same leaflet. It said: "Our 
last article created a sensation in Ortingen; the 
people are glad that the 'happenings' at the rec- 
tory are at last being publicly ventilated. There 
are many things still to uncover. Up to date the 
Hundred-Mark bill has not been found. His Rev- 
erence in consequence is grieving himself almost 
to death ; his sister also. The little coquette, Miss 
A., however, seems not specially concerned about 
it at all ; on the contrary, she is as pert as ever and 
amuses herself exchanging amorous rose-tinted 
billets-doux with the handsome teacher and in ar- 
ranging meetings, for which occasions she knows 
admirably to adorn her diminutive person with 
fascinating attraction. But let no one dare to 
remonstrate with her, and woe to him who criti- 
cizes her singular behavior even remotely before 
the priest! For be it known, that trim little 
Agnes is practically undisputed mistress of the 
house and the declared favorite of the pastor. 
All this is not to the edification of the parish and 
the people are asking how long this is to con- 
tinue." 

This leaflet was likewise distributed by the 
dozens in the houses, in the church and in the 
park on Sunday; a stack was left upon the hedge 
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of the priest's garden. The unholy machinery 
of hell was working feverishly. 



7. A Pair of Enraged Vipers 

It was forenoon. The Rev. Pastor, as was his 
monthly custom, had departed early for his mis- 
sion to say Mass. Agnes, who had been working 
hard in the garden, was resting a moment close 
by the wall, in the shade of an over-branching 
tree. She was leisurely sipping cold milk from 
a bowl; this was her lunch. A rustling was 
heard behind her, and she observed a vigorous 
viper coming out slowly from a cleft in the 
tufa ; near-by a second flat head appeared, wind- 
ing sluggishly toward the place where the girl 
sat. Agnes looked and laughed at the reptiles 
but did not move a step. 

"You have smelt the milk, no doubt, you epi- 
cures!" She poured a little of the fluid into cup- 
sherds and fearlessly set them before the vipers as 
you would serve milk to a cat. Not long and the 
reptiles were lapping their ambrosia. Then coil- 
ing themselves up for sleep, the head in the 
middle, they sunbathed on the coping, from which 
in color they could hardly be distinguished. At 
times, one and then the other would raise its 
head and peer fixedly at the girl. 

"You surely have it nice/' Agnes babbled with 
the creatures ; "you sleep till the sun is high up, 
then enjoy a breakfast of milk, pay nothing for 
rent, heat and light, and work at nothing all day, 
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for you allow the mice to run into your very 
mouth. Yes, yes, just look at me ; it is true. May- 
be you are a fairy prince and princess, I beg par- 
don then for having spoken to you ; in that case 
you must invite me to your palace and show me 
all its glory." 

Then with a mock-bow she continued: "And 
don't forget it was I who saved your life and good 
name more than once. How often have I ex- 
plained to people that you are not poisonous but 
useful creatures. You can be quick to anger, tho, 
especially you, the big long one. How you fright- 
ened my little pussy the time it was after your 
tail. Like a tiger, you flew in its face, so that 
from very fright it tumbled over the wall; this 
is hardly becoming a princess." 

To the gestures of her threatening finger one of 
the creatures darted its head upward, but ft 
settled back as quickly under th* soothing pres- 
sure of her hand. 

Agnes was taking her last swallow of milk, 
when the garden gate creaked and the voices of 
women were heard. The sister of the priest, the 
teacher's mother and Mrs. Sparr entered. Great- 
ly excited they hurried up to the girl and nearly 
frightened her out of her wits. They stood facing 
her. "Agnes," said the housekeeper, "we must 
speak to you." 

The girl wished to reply, but the looks of the 
women unnerved her. As yet she knew nothing of 
the news items against her Reverend Uncle and 
against herself, nor was she aware that Mrs. Sparr 
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had ingeniously worked up her companions to the 
highest pitch of excitement by showing them the 
articles in question. 

Mrs. Sparr frightened the one woman with 
the threat that her son, the teacher, would be dis- 
missed; in the heart of the other, the priest's 
sister, she enkindled suspicion, jealousy, and an 
insane fear, all centering round her brother. 

"Now tell us all," the aunt began, "before uncle 
returns; who would have believed possible such 
an affair in a priest's house! An intimacy! you 
have disgraced me and the Rev. Pastor; is this 
your gratitude?" 

With dilated eyes Agnes listened, then she 
laughed out loudly. "But, aunt, for whom do 
you take me," she interrupted, "do I look it? An 
intimacy — , no, no, no, never!" she cried trem- 
bling all over : 

The priest's sister looked at her for a moment 
with astonishment, then the teacher's mother 
blurted out: "Agnes, did my son ever hand you 
a rose-tinted letter?" 

Purpling over, the maiden stood for a moment 
dismayed — the poem came to her mind ; it would 
be impossible to explain it to the women. A 
minute after she replied : "Dear friend, for God's 
sake, don't you believe what I said a moment 
ago?" 

"I ask you," probed the aunt, "what truth is 
there about the letter." 

Agnes was about to speak, but noticing the 
gleaming, feline eyes of the woman Sparr, she 
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hesitated : "I will tell it all to Reverend Uncle ; he 
will exculpate me." The old woman now came 
up approaching Agnes, who instinctively retreat- 
ed to the very wall, and bawled : "Of course, it is 
necessary to lie to His Reverence again, for he is 
quite in your power, you beggarly witch! How- 
ever, it ends to-day; you must get out!" 

Hooting and shouting, she furiously struck out 
her arm against the girl; but suddenly with a 
ringing, soul-piercing cry the hag fell back, for 
at that very moment, the larger of the vipers en- 
raged, shot forth with lightning speed and coil- 
ing about her arm, bit her viciously in the hand. 
With hateful screams she rolled on the ground 
until the reptile had loosed its hold and disappear- 
ed among the stones. 

In the meantime, while Agnes was relating to 
her aunt the innocent affair of the rose-tinted 
letter, the other woman ran to call the village 
surgeon. He was out, so the blacksmith was 
summoned. Notwithstanding Agnes' assertion 
that the viper's bite is non-poisonous, he, per- 
haps to add to his prestige, ordered that the 
wounds be cauterized with a red-hot iron to pre- 
vent the poison from spreading. A little later 
doleful yells long and continued came from the 
smithy up the street; the smith having done his 
business thoroughly, the old woman with a sear- 
ed, bandaged arm, hobbled home. The poison of 
her soul, however, was not burnt out. "For the 
present say nothing to uncle," the aunt enjoined 
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strictly; "leave it to me." Pale as death Agnes 
returned to the house. 



* 8. The Powers of Darkness Triumph 
That same night, a company unanimous in its 
fell purpose met in a small back room at the 
landlord's. As a matter of course the innkeeper 
and Jack Sparr were present; the urbanite stran- 
ger, who had been much in the village recently, 
also. Malignant joy prevailed. "Those news 
items were veritable bombs; you'll hardly find a 
man in the village to-day who is for the priest. 
The people are one in demanding that he leave." 
It was decided that henceforth the anti-religious 
paper in which the articles against the priest had 
appeared should be introduced into the village. 

Jack Sparr volunteered to secure subscribers. 
Late at night the urbanite left accompanied by 
Sparr, to whom further instructions were to be 
given what next to do. "Be sure to flatter the 
people, always give them right; never contradict 
them no matter how nonsensical what they af- 
firm, and all the while exploit all the doings of 
the priest to the last detail. You are a genius," 
he flattered the vain fellow, "an agitator of first 
class. Keep on in this way and some day you 
may openly defy the priest with the whole parish 
to back you." 

They parted. Onward, alone thru the night, 
the stranger muttered : "Things have progressed, 
and we have now a footing in Ortingen. Our pa- 
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per will have fifty subscribers more and in a 
short time our party will rule the roost." 

Jack Sparr, towards the village bent, solilo- 
quized in his own way: "The priest must leave 
soon and he cannot take Agnes with him, that is 
settled. Left behind, she will be friendless and 
alone ; then I will come, and will be good to her, 
and she will be mine. After that the stranger and 
his paper may go to the deuce." 

It happened that a few weeks later, going to the 
sacristy ahead of his accustomed time, the priest 
saw a stack of papers in a corner, which proved 
to be hundreds of samples of the anti-religious 
leaflet. They were filled with a new installment 
of lies and vituperations. The gist of this third 
attack on the priest was a statement openly made 
that he must leave. "The parish attends church 
no longer, it has lost confidence, and will be 
Protestantized unless a change is made soon." 
No reason for all this was given. The servers 
told the priest that Sparr had brought the papers. 
When confronted with the fact and with the im- 
plication that it was he also who had scattered 
them the other times, his answer was only a 
scornful laugh. 

Next day was Chapter meeting. The Reverend 
Pastor brought to the council's notice his charges 
against Sparr and asserted that for the reasons 
assigned he should be dismissed as assistant- 
sacristan. The priest's motion, however, was 
voted down by a considerable majority. "The 
sexton-help has triumphed over the priest," 
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Sparr jubilated from house to house. "I am now 
more firmly fixed than ever in my position and 
I hope the priest will soon go." 

Naturally, the victory over the priest, "of a 
free people who Will no longer be ridden," ap- 
peared with glaring misrepresentations in the 
next issue of the little rabid sheet. Once again 
allusion was made to the vanished Hundred-Mark 
bill, for the loss of which the poor, honest, quiet, 
popular assistant was suspected, whereas the 
damsel continues as before the sole mistress of 
the parsonage. 

The priest, to whom the leaflet was anonymous- 
ly sent, kept himself secluded. One day he didn't 
appear at all; that night until twelve he was 
writing his bishop. He poured out his heart to 
him and begged that His Grace might do as he 
pleased with him, that he was ready to go any 
time. In a couple of days he received an answer. 
The bishop from his heart consoled the priest in 
God's service, assured him of his unbounded 
trust, but advised him to leave Ortingen as soon 
as possible, and in God's name to find a place 
other than the priest's house for the orphan, who, 
apparently, had been the cause of the trouble. 

Grieving, he laid the letter aside. It was the 
last sentence that hurt. "The child was brought 
up among us and was happy," he mused, "how 
will she take it if told that she must leave us? 
And how can I make the order intelligible to her 
without at the same time acquainting her with 
the scandalous articles which caused it? 
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"And yet it must be done; may God help me 
And suitable words." 

Simultaneously there was a knock at the door, 
and Agnes entered pale as death, with eyelids 
swollen, but with an expression which surprised 
him, of calm, studied deliberation. "Reverend 
and dear Uncle, — I can and must be silent no lon- 
ger. I know all that has appeared against me 
in the leaflets." With heart-rending sobs she 
wrung her hands despairingly. "Would that I 
had died before causing you this injury; had 
you not taken me in, this would not have happen- 
ed." "Be consoled, Agnes," comforted the venera- 
ble priest, "the storm will pass as quickly as it 
came." 

"Never can I forget this, my life is no longer 
worth living," she wept. "Nevertheless, I have 
come to see you about something else." Quickly 
she was on her knees before the priest and re- 
spectfully kissing his hand, said: "Dear and 
Reverend Uncle, I thank you a thousand times 
for what you have done for me, may God reward 
you. But now I must leave your house: I beg 
you to bless me." "Agnes, get up and control 
yourself!" spoke the priest surprised. 

"Not until you permit me to leave the house 
this very moment," she replied. "I must leave, 
I'm old enough to face the world and able, like 
thousands of others, to endure its hardships. If 
God gives me grace, I will remain good and bring 
no shame on you as long as I live. I am afraid 
neither of work, nor of poverty, nor of rough 
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people— I will know how to find myself, for I'm 
grown ten years older in this hour. Forgive me, 
that I must speak to you thus; again I beg your 
permission to go, and if possible, this very day." 

"Come, Agnes, rise, let us talk it over calmly. 
Where do you intend to go?" 

"By preference, to my guardian, the taverner," 
she answered as if suddenly inspired, "to show 
him and his people, that I can work and that I 
am good and honest." 

His Reverence was startled at the daring re- 
solve. And yet, how could he help admiring the 
straightforwardness and pluck of the frail girl. 

"Well, Agnes, it is not my right to keep you 
here or to forbid your going. But I advise 
against your leaving so suddenly. Remain with 
us for the meantime, and I will shortly let you 
know when to follow up your resolve." 

"A thousand thanks to you, dear, good Rever- 
end Uncle !" She left the room. 

"God has straightened my path," said the 
priest, "my way is now clear. I will leave as 
soon as possible and Agnes will remain here. 
The grace of God and her character give assur- 
ance that she will remain good even under her 
guardian's roof; perhaps she may bring him to 
a better mind. If it come to the worst she can 
look for a new position in a year's time, because 
she will then be of age." The good priest could 
only surmise the reason for the resolve. 

With the permission of her aunt and because 
she considered herself in a way responsible for 
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what had happened to old Mrs. Sparr in the gar- 
den, she visited her, bringing her a gift of cake 
and wine. In this way she met the under-sacristan, 
to whom with uplifted hands she prayed to fore- 
stall in future the publication of articles such as 
had already appeared in the vicious leaflet against 
her Reverend Uncle. 

"That is possible only upon one condition," the 
underling replied, flattered, full of conceit and 
self-esteem. 

"Tell me, Jack, what is your condition?" in- 
quired Agnes. 

With gloating eyes and in an insolent manner 
he answered slowly: "That you marry me." 

Agnes shuddered. Pausing a long while, she 
said: "Jack, had you made it a condition that I 
die for my uncle— I would not have hesitated. 
But this!!" — and she shuddered again. Then 
finally and slowly — "No — perhaps — perhaps" — 
she clasped her hands appealingly. 

Like a greedy tiger, Jack Sparr devoured this 
touching apparition with his big weird lustrous 
eyes. In a subdued voice he added: "Well then, 
leave the rectory and go to your guardian — and 
nothing more will appear in the paper against 
the pastor." With hardly a moment's hesitation 
she gave her "Yes." It was a heroic sacrifice 
of which no one knew. The secret remained hers. 
If she grieved, it was because she could not follow 
up her purpose immediately; for Jack Sparr had 
affirmed that only when this was done would 
the priest be let alone; and also that if she dared 
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to inform him of the compromise, the baiting 
would grow worse than ever. 

Weeks of agony intervened. The assistant 
worked day and night in prejudicing the people 
against the pastor. He told most awful stories 
about the priest which he was ready in a most 
detailed way and with solemn oaths to confirm 
if questioned ; his earnest avowal that every word 
he spoke was true, else let him be cursed and 
damned to the lowest hell — if it shocked, it like- 
wise convinced people, "that no one could invent 
such stories, they were too palpably true, and 
that their pastor must be a second Judas." 

Even the best and most pious were gradually 
affected by this dementia ; they argued that there 
must be some truth in what is talked all over the 
village. At the tavern in a rear room, the wit- 
nesses were already being chosen to serve when 
the trial of the priest should come on. The whole 
parish was in a feverish delirium. The priest 
was the pivotal point in their aberration with 
the one question uppermost: "How can we get 
him out the quickest?" But the intermediary of 
the plotters everywhere and at all times, the one 
chief aggressive spirit, evil, reprobate, satanic, 
was Jack Sparr. 

No just appreciation prevailed within the rec- 
tory precincts of the violence of the passions, of 
the terrible fanaticism defying all restraints, 
which swayed the whole parish and which each 
day bred new sins and new excesses among its 
members. The people having yielded abjectly 
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to the plotters, having refused obedience and al- 
legiance to their pastor and shepherd and con- 
stituted themselves his judges, having trodden 
the Fourth Commandment under foot, — the grace 
of God was taken from them, and they were left 
to themselves. Like a cloudburst, the devastat- 
ing waves of which involve in a general ruin 
street and dwelling alike, did their disloyalty to 
the God-appointed priest, and their revolt against 
his authority, flood the parish, undermine its 
foundation, and carry it onward to destruction. 
No one, moreover, had dared to interfere with 
the couple of conspirators who, in order to give 
free sweep to the raging floods, had tampered 
with the dams. Four weeks had passed when a 
rumor swept the town that the pastor had been 
given a new charge. Fanatical rejoicings were 
heard everywhere; shooting and fireworks con- 
tinued until midnight. 

The day of parting had come. The aged priest, 
who for so many years had faithfully served the 
parish, was kneeling before the Blessed Sacra- 
ment in the quiet church alone and for the last 
time. Not for himself so much as for his 
parishioners was he praying: "I will not be a 
weakling," he said to the Lord his God; "if it 
is Thy will, I will gladly be adjudged wrong, tho 
my conscience does not witness against me; at 
best, my remaining earthly years are few. Yet 
for all that, Thou knowest, 0 Lord, that the 
Fourth Commandment holds a blessing for the 
obedient, a curse for those who disregard it; 



Digitized by 



Man and His Illusions 



181 



it is the curse I fear for my poor flock. It has 
been misled, punish it not for permitting itself 
to be separated from the shepherd Thou hast 
appointed. Spare my people the punishment of 
revolt, the punishment for the loss of that faith 
and that good life which until now has been its 
heritage. Most of all do I fear, 0 Lord, that 
these people may forsake Thee entirely — let it 
not come to that. Quiet their minds, give them 
the clear light of an unbiased understanding and 
introspection — then do with me as Thou wilt." 

He arose, looked round the beautiful sanctuary 
once more, then genuflected before the Holy Sac- 
rament, and slowly left the church. In front of 
the rectory the conveyance was waiting to carry 
him and his sister to the depot. On the lower 
floor within stood Agnes pale as death, in mourn- 
ing attire. She had bidden the aunt good-by ; 
in turn she now knelt before the uncle and sob- 
bing thanked him a thousand times for his kind- 
ness to her and begged his blessing. 

"May God protect you, Agnes; trust in Him; 
now is the time to prove your faithfulness to 
Him; be patient, humble, and on your guard; I 
will assist you daily by my prayers." Thereupon 
he blessed the bitterly weeping child. 

At this very moment the old game warden 
and the treasurer with his daughter Frances came 
in. The treasurer admitted that he had opposed 
the priest at first because the latter had spoken 
against his new altar plan, but that he was now 
out of sympathy with the intriguers. He begged 
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the priest would harbor no hard feelings against 
him. The pastor was touched and gave him his 
hand. "Moreover, to please you/' he said, "I 
will watch over Agnes as over my own child 
while she stays at the Brook Inn. My daughter 
Frances visits there daily, for we and the pro- 
prietor are 'acquaintances; she will — " 

Frances did not permit her father to finish; 
putting an arm around the neck of Agnes she 
said : "Your Reverence, truly and certainly, noth- 
ing shall happen to Agnes in yonder place; we 
will be close as two sisters; I am not afraid of 
the innkeeper, and Agnes can come to visit me 
when she pleases or whenever she has anything 
to complain about." 

"And I, too, will be on hand," spoke out the 
old huntsman ; "lately, on account of the deprav- 
ed company there, I have not been at the tavern- 
er's, but now I will again resume my visits and 
if anyone presume anything against Agnes, he'll 
deal with me." 

"See, child, the friends God sends you," the 
priest said, deeply moved, to Agnes ; then shaking 
the hands of all once more, he stepped out and 
entered the carriage for the train, whither the 
pawing horses were eager to bring him. 

Another look at the rectory, the garden, the 
church, one audible heart-sob from poor, desert- 
ed Agnes, and all was over; the old priest had 
left the village never to return. There was no 
sign of life on the streets ; but peering cautiously 
from behind the window curtains many a head 
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might be seen bobbing back and forth watching 
the departing vehicle. 

As the carriage was crossing the bridge, there 
was a crowd at the tavern window drinking a 
farewell to the priest in mockery. "Now listen !" 
said the innkeeper, the while he put a music-box 
on the bar. He pressed a button, it sang: 
"Alas, must I leave thee, 
My village, my home!" 
The song was received with rousing acclaim. 

"This record I bought specially for the occa- 
sion, as a remembrance of this day." 

A few minutes later the taverner was called 
back to the kitchen where he remained a short 
time. Returning, he opened the door wide and 
quite elated, introduced to the guests the new 
waitress; — there like a marble statue, stood 
Agnes. Someone quickly slammed shut the kit- 
chen-door. It was the treasurer's daughter, 
Frances. She had come with the girl. Agnes 
was weeping — she could not control herself ; but 
Frances with her hand clenched, said: "Agnes, 
don't stand anything from those in there and if 
ever my uncle, the innkeeper, is rough to you, 
tell me. My mother was his sister ; he was afraid 
of her and he is also somewhat afraid of me. 
We'll hold our own with him." Back in that rear 
room, however, drinking and jubilation was 
growing more and more boisterous. "We've had 
music, we've had shooting, we've had drinking, 
now we ought to have fireworks for to-day's 
feast!" suggested someone. 
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"Sparr, it was up to you, to have looked out 
for that/' reminded the landlord. 

With eyes green-shimmering like those of a 
beast at bay, he launched forward somewhat as 
if intending to reply, but immediately fell back 
and with a sleepy look said : "I've had too many 
other things to do. Give me one of your cigars 
on the celebration." The tapster handed him 
one; Sparr lighted a match, watched with his 
uncanny eyes the blue and yellow flame, then 
feverishly cast it to the floor and stamped it out. 

For to-day Agnes had nothing to do. She re- 
tired early to the little room provided her and 
fell asleep weeping. Gradually the tumult below 
subsided; it was long past midnight when the 
last guest left and the lights were put out. Agnes 
awoke of a sudden, frightened ; she heard the cry 
"Fire! Fire!" 

Throwing open the blinds of her window, she 
was dazzled by the flames near-by. The mayor's 
house just across the way was ablaze from top 
to bottom. This was the promised illumination 
to celebrate the Reverend Pastor's farewell. 

PART SECOND 

An Unhallowed Crop 

1. The Treasurer and His Daughter Frances 
Many weeks had gone by since the departure 
of the pastor. There was loud quarreling be- 
tween the treasurer and his daughter, which at 
night could be heard many houses away. Fran- 
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ces, who took charge of the house of her widow- 
ed father, was proving but rather loudly that she 
knew what was what, — if this was a fault, it 
was her only one. 

"I speak as I think," was her invariable an- 
swer, to which he as invariably replied : "If you 
spoke only when you thought, you would observe 
a silence stricter than the Trappists, who speak 
only once a year." When these disputatious col- 
loquies took place, and that was six times a 
week not counting Sunday, their neighbor, the old 
game warden across the brook was amused. From 
her childhood up the redoubtable Frances had 
been his favorite and during her mother's life- 
time she was oftener in the warden's house than 
in her own. A person could frolic there, race 
with the hounds, wrestle with the warden's boys, 
or recline on the soft grass. Within this hut were 
guns and cutlasses and powder flasks ; a picture, 
also, of the old huntsman with sword and scab- 
bard, proudly mounted on a prancing steed, hung 
on the wall. For a half-florin he had it taken 
years ago, when as infantry captain he was drill- 
ing his recruits on the race-course of Gmunden, 
between the State Prison and the portrait pain- 
ter's house; even yet the recollection of those 
days filled him with honest pride. If it happened 
that at times Frances was specially plucky, it 
delighted the old hunter royally — this all the more 
for the reason that he had three boys but no girl. 
Frances, on her part, thought much of her old 
friend, almost as much as of her father. And 
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that she loved her father was certain, for she 
attended to the house and barn and with but one 
maid looked after field, garden and kitchen, to 
save him the hire and keep of a man. 

Withal she was good and neat. — Excepting 
Agnes, Frances, with her brilliant eyes, clear-cut 
features and prominent aquiline nose, was the 
prettiest girl in the place ; in appraising her rea- 
soning power the warden differed radically with 
the treasurer. "The resourcefulness of six fox- 
es and four gypsies can not match the sagacity 
of Frances," he asserted, and with him that was 
going the limit. Therefore was he so hugely 
pleased when from the distance he heard the 
maid disputing with her father Jquite dn the 
manner of the gentlemen in the Reichstag, as 
she read and quoted from the Sunday Leaflet. 
Then would he raise his window and listen and 
laugh himself to tears, until not being able to 
stand it longer, he would go over and join in the 
debate. Moreover, he was lonesome; two of his 
sons were in the army, the other, a warden like 
himself, was married. The end of their argu- 
mentation was always the same and of a credita- 
ble character. When the father had exhausted 
his knowledge and had tired opposing the tried 
mouth-apparatus of his Frances, he took from 
the shelves an old Lives of the Saints or P. 
Cochem's Passion of Christ, out of which she 
would read and pray, and he would respond. Even 
then a little clash about who was right might 
spring up, but it was effectually hushed in their 
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common night-prayer. This particular night the 
devout consummation was not as yet in sight. 

For the twenty-fifth time the treasurer had 
told his daughter about the teacher who at the 
Chapter-meeting without any right to do so, had 
spoken against him and the innkeeper; that he 
was the cause of his motion being lost; he can 
forgive the pastor, who is an honest man, but the 
schoolmaster — To which Frances reverted: 
"Would it have been right for the professor to 
have spoken against the priest?" 

"He had no business to speak at all." 

"But did you not invite him to the Chapter to 
have the benefit of his opinion?" 

"How do you happen to dote so on the school 
teacher?" he asked not knowing what else to 
say; "do you imagine perhaps — " 

"I imagine nothing, father," said Frances, get- 
ting up in a hurry to hide the blush suffusing her 
face. "It was you who first mentioned his name." 

"All the same, you visit the innkitchen too 
often, where he also is quite frequently found," 
the father rejoined. 

"Father, you are well aware that I go to the 
Brook Inn only to meet Agnes. I've promised 
the priest and his sister to look after her." 

"Why is it that now of a sudden the teacher 
drops in so often at the inn; he never did it 
before?" he insisted. 

"On behalf of Agnes," Frances replied; "the 
warden had asked him to visit the inn at least 
once a week, so that the presence of a decent man 
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might restrain the company when Agnes is 
around. This the professor promised to do." 

"Bosh! the huntsman is simply playing the 
pedagogue's game/' the old man sneered. 

"Is it your wish that I tell him?" bitingly 
queried Frances. At that very moment the door 
opened and some furry object was thrown in, 
which struck the dozing cat squarely amid ribs. 
With a loud meow the cat jumped and landed 
upon the knees of the treasurer, who in his turn 
gave a yell of pain, because the claws of the 
frightened feline were scratching his legs. Upon 
the threshold stood the hunter bursting with 
laughter, while pointing to the floor. It was a 
rabbit just bagged. 

"The first , of the season," he said, "which ac- 
cording to established custom belongs to Fran- 
ces." 

She already had him by the lobes, holding him 
aloft. "A fine specimen," admiringly, "where did 
you get him?" 

"Not by any means in the innkitchen," he 
teased; "in fact, the whole gathering there, the 
teacher excepted, is not worth a shot of pow- 
der." 

"Excepting Agnes too, you understand !" Fran- 
ces remarked, taking in the huntsman with deft- 
ant eyes. 

"As a matter of course," the man agreed ; "that 
teacher, however, is a man; all respect to him. 
He is fearless. Awhile ago, back from my hunt- 
ing-trip, I stopped at the inn for a glass. Head- 
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ing the table sat the sacristan-help lording it 
over all with brag and bluster to split one's ears. 
When Agnes appeared, he sat more erect and 
put on more airs than ever. She did not look at 
him. He ordered a bottle of wine, then with 
glass in hand, he followed her into a corner and 
pressing close demanded that she take a sip. 
Despite her avowal that she did not drink and her 
plea that he leave her, he barred her way, in- 
sisting he would keep her there until she drank. 
The simpletons round the table were so con- 
temptible as to laugh and to second: 'Good for 
you!' 

"I was just getting ready to interfere, when the 
professor got up, took the glass from the under- 
ling, turned him round like a jackass and cleared 
the way for Agnes, who immediately left the 
room and bolted the door. Sparr was mad as an 
incarnate devil, but the teacher stared him in the 
eye and cowed him. 'Whom do you take me 
for?' he bellowed. 'Out of sheer pity I consider 
you nothing worse than a fool,' said the teacher; 
"bring an action against me, and I'll prove it?" 
And do you know what Sparr did next? He burst 
out a-laughing, saying: 'There are wise fools 
too.' That ended the affair. All respect for the 
schoolmaster, he's a man !" 

Such was the episode the hunter related with 
eyes laughingly blinking at Frances, who heard 
it all with delight. 
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"Sparr is really going too far," ventured the 
treasurer inaudibly; "he was allowed to rise too 
high." 

"When you come to think of it, that impudent 
fellow rules the whole village. In every place he 
is at the head, everywhere the most loud-mouthed, 
the one who knows it all, and everyone 
is afraid of him," the warden, summarized. 
"Only that I am bound to the village I 
would get out of this rat-hole in a minute. How 
pleasant things were here a few years ago! 
Peace prevailed among all, between pastor and 
mayor, teacher and Chapter-members ; there was 
order in the parish and in the church, and happy 
faces were to be seen everywhere ; it was beauti- 
ful. To-day it seems as if the devil had poisoned 
and soured water and air. No one any longer 
believes his neighbor, people are divided and dis- 
trustful. The new Parish Administrator does not 
visit the people, — who can blame him, — and 
prays daily that he be released from the posi- 
tion ; priests of the vicinity who in the past used 
to assemble here, avoid the place ; the bishop on 
his Confirmation tour this summer, passed Or- 
tingen by and staid in Kleinheim; we have be- 
come the scorn of the people near and far." 

"Add to this the many fires," confirmed the 
treasurer, "it is unprecedented. Since the de- 
parture of the priest there is a house burning 
every now and then; I can't sleep peacefully 
anymore. For fifteen years we had no fire — as 
soon as the priest was gone, it started. Three 
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times during a storm there was a conflagration ; 
yet there was no lightning stroke — an incendiary 
is at work. So the other day again ; and always 
by coincidence, the misfortune happens to some 
special friend of the late pastor. 'He has prayed 
too much/ the superstitious remark, or 'We have 
seen a ghost who sets the houses afire.' Incen- 
diary letters are left, anonymous dodgers dis- 
tributed containing curses on crops and cattle — 
it seems as if the whole village were handed over 
by Our Lord to Satan. Oftentimes I'm sorry to 
shedding tears of blood for having at all antago- 
nized our priest.' 1 

"Incendiarism would soon cease," the hunts- 
man argued, "if the young people were other- 
wise. Thirty, forty years ago, the unmarried 
lads would have gotten together and would very 
soon have stopped the work of the firebrands. 
To-day the idiots congregate in the taverns and 
laugh like simpletons at the heroism of a Sparr 
brow-beating a defenseless girl. Were I sergeant 
still and had these chaps to drill on the race- 
course, I'd bring them to their senses!" With 
reminiscent regret, he blew from his pipe a large 
tobacco cloud and followed it till it had vanished. 

"If I had but four weeks to give Jack Sparr 
riding lessons!" he mused — the wish implied a 
great deal. 

"Did you hear the latest, warden?" Frances in- 
quired. "All the sextons of the vicinity and their 
assistants are furious at Sparr for having de- 
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graded their calling, they assert; they intend ap- 
pearing against him in the paper." 

"They're perfectly right, but they would do bet- 
ter still if they came here banded and seized him 
by his ears and by his wool, this swelling, super- 
ficial fellow and that defamatory newsman who 
blackens every name which Jack Sparr hands 
in." Thus spoke the enraged huntsman. 

He got up and, wishing "Good Night" to all, left. 

"I will light you a ways," said Frances, fix- 
ing the lantern. At the threshold she took the 
arm of her old friend suddenly and said insin- 
uatingly : "Neighbor — warden !" 

"What is it, Wild One?" he asked. 

"Oh, I'm terribly anxious — about — about — our 
dear schoolmaster," she whispered, "it is so dark 
and Sparr and his crowd may harm him on his 
way home." 

"So you wish me to be his Guardian Angel. 
I would think you would provide him a better one 
than me, an old fellow." 

"Agnes overheard their talk about smashing 
somebody's windows to-night because no one 
would see it. This is aimed at the teacher, I'm 
sure." 

"Yes, yes, it is possible," he admitted; "I will 
take in the schoolhouse in my round ; but let me 
provide against all contingencies." By lantern- 
light he loaded his double-shooter. "It is only 
bird-shot," he sniggled ; " 'twill no more than 
pierce the skin, that's all." 
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"Shall I mix peas with the shot?" Frances 
suggested seriously. The hunter laughed. "You 
blood-thirsty thing; this proves how much you 
value the teacher." He went. Carefully he ap- 
proached the schoolhouse ; light was still burning 
at two windows. Sure enough, yonder in the dark 
his huntsman's eye descried figures in hiding. 
"I see, you are come to smash windows," he mut- 
tered, taking aim. He heard the command : "One 
— two" — but before the "three" was given, Bang! 
went the gun startling the night, followed by a 
stentorian call : "Halt, you scamps !" A smothered 
command : "Run !" — and the cowards disappeared 
in the dark. 

"You owe that to Frances, professor," the hun- 
ter said to himself on his return. Upon entering 
his house, he heard from across the brook the 
father and daughter at their night prayers. 



2. The Brook-Inn Kitchen 
Three days later incendiary fires were dis- 
covered in two more places; but having been 
found as soon as started, they were fortunately 
extinguished. As before, the parties injured 
were friends of the late pastor. The next morn- 
ing a message announced that the Reverend Pas- 
tor, after a short sickness, had died. One paper 
stated that the terrible visitations which had 
come upon Ortingen had broken his heart, and 
that he died praying for himself and for his ene- 
mies. 
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Few of his former parishioners attended the 
funeral; among these few Agnes was the first. 
Nothing could keep her from paying the last hon- 
ors to her instructor and benefactor. After the 
funeral she staid a few days with her aunt, 
whence she wrote that she would return by Satur- 
day and that she would walk the way to the inn 
from the village station. 

To oblige her, Frances gladly took her place 
for the time in the innkitchen. It meant much 
work, for Kermess was near. At the moment she 
was busy baking little cakes, and she was an ex- 
pert at it. Enveloped in steam and smoke, the 
dipping-spoon went up and down, taking up the 
dough and lifting it into the bubbling hissing 
lard, the while she kept turning the shallow pan, 
and puncturing the doughnuts against overswell- 
ing; then with a quick, sure aim she flung the 
finished ringlets upon a mountain of similar 
pastry rising upward from a tin receptacle. No 
one dared to interfere with her. 

The old hunter kept her company in the kitch- 
en : he was enjoying one of her brown, fragrant 
cakes and gossiping with her in half-voice. 
Thru the door ajar, she at the same time 
oversaw the bar. They were speaking about 
Agnes. "I pity her, she does not fit in here, she 
belongs to the clbister," Frances remarked, "al- 
tho she can work and can do things better than 
I. But she is afraid of the people and easily loses 
her head just when presence of mind is most 
necessary. This very summer she went well- 
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nigh crazy from fear; do you know about it, that 
affair in the teacher's garden?" 

"No," replied the huntsman, finishing the 
doughnut;; "but I presume you were present." 

"You are continually teasing me about the 
teacher," pouted Frances blushing, "instead, I 
wish you'd eat another cake, — here, this one is 
fine." 

She handed him the cake hot from the pan and 
then continued : "Well, those fellows within, had 
planned that at night they would steal into the 
garden of the teacher and do all sorts of mis- 
chief there. You know how he and his mother aU 
spring and summer cultivated the beds and bor- 
ders, the flowers and vegetables, watering and 
nursing them. Jack Sparr worked up his gang 
to the trick by treating them to wine, — for I be- 
lieve that sober none would have joined. 

"Now, Agnes overheard all this, and not know- 
ing what to do, in her very despair she sent for 
me to hurry over; naturally, I did not hesitate — " 

"Of course, of course!" chuckled the hunter 
with his mouth filled. 

"And do you know what I did? I sent a note, 
advising the schoolmaster to be on his guard 
against a visit to his garden set for twelve o'clock 
that night. This I signed : 'From a well-meaning 
friend/ and dispatched it to the schoolhouse im- 
mediately. And then — " 

"Why, the teacher was prepared to receive the 
fellows," the hunter finished. 
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"Not by a long ways," corrected Frances. 
"Next I said to Agnes : Now you go to the bar- 
room, and I will soon follow ; it will be our busi- 
ness to detain the scamps until the rise of the 
moon — say eleven o'clock — 'twill be lightsome 
then to enable the teacher to recognize them in 
turn as they scale the wall." 

Astonished the hunter regarded his protegee: 
"Frances, you are even more clever than I imag- 
ined, you are as wide awake as a real huntsman. 
Hand me another doughnut." She handed him 
one and laughed. "How I talked — I invoked all 
the saints in heaven to help along my gossip, so 
as to detain the fellows. Even Agnes talked — 
but transparent beads upon her brow bespoke 
her terror. So it got to be eleven, then twelve 
o'clock, and at last the plotters arose, stumbling 
to their' work; the moon shone in the heavens — so 
brightly — it were possible to read! When they 
had come to the garden, the teacher hiding in the 
hedge was ready to welcome them with his gun. 
They detected him, however, and upon inquiring 
what he was doing in the garden at so late an 
hour, he answered: 'Lying in wait for weasels!' 
They left for their homes then without daring 
to disturb the garden." 

The old man listened admiringly and then ask- 
ed: "Does the schoolmaster know who sent the 
note?" Frances blushed still deeper: "I don't 
want him to know. The other day, after telling 
Agnes the whole story, he said he would like to 
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know who wrote that note — every second word 
in it was misspelled, but — " 

The huntsman shook with laughter. 

By way of excuse she added : "The note had to 
be hurriedly written; still I am ashamed of it 
with all my soul." 

"As a matter of course, the future Mrs. Peda- 
gogue ought not to be guilty of mistakes in spell- 
ing," the hunter dryly observed. Before she could 
reply, the teacher stepped in from the inn, and 
greeting them both, he took off and hung his 
mackintosh on the door. 

"Is it true, Agnes will come home late to-night, 
alone?" he inquired. 

"No, professor, I'll tell you, but keep it secret ; 
she returns to-morrow noon," Frances replied — 
"those in there better not know it, however." 

The hunter got up to go; "Good night, I must 
leave, or I'll eat up all your baking." 

In a minute or two he came back and said to 
the girl: "That sub-sacristan is in truth a real 
devil. Just as I was leaving, I heard him plotting 
something in the stable adjoining. The teacher 
is going to meet Agnes to-night, that will be a 
fine chance to smash in his windows. Tor every 
pane a bottle of wine!' he stipulated, after which 
he went back to the inn. His confederates, how- 
ever, discarded the first and agreed upon another 
plan. They would post themselves along the 
route and attack the schoolmaster on his way to 
meet Agnes ; this would be less hazardous. I will 
wait to see what they are going to do ; had they 
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ventured into the village, I would have spoiled 
their window-smashing a second time. Sure 
enough, they're off to the station; well, let them 
run. Since Agnes does not return to-night, the 
teacher need not go to meet her." 

Frances bubbled over with joy at the idea of 
the ruffians waiting and waiting in vain. 

After an interval Jack Sparr stuck his head 
into the kitchen, remarking sarcastically: "Poor 
Martha must slave and worry, to enable lazy 
Mary, I meant to say Agnes, to idle away five 
days at the funeral of a priest." 

"That's nobody's business but Agnes' and the 
landlord's, and he gave his permission," Frances 
snapped him off. 

"It is a cheap permission, for it makes no dif- 
ference whether she is here or away; she can do 
nothing as it is, except to dream and pray." 

"There are others whose work is more illusory 
still," came the biting rejoinder. 

"Whom do you refer to?" Sparr asked, his 
weird eyes glaring. "To whomever it concerns," 
she retorted, while pitching a doughnut deftly into 
the pan, just grazing his nose. She added: "I 
think it contemptible to defame a girl one likes, 
and in this way to secure her against others." 

"Does that apply to me?" he hissed. 

"Do you dare to deny it?" she asked composed- 
ly, putting more dough into the frying-pan. 

"And you, — you — " he exploded with rage, 
"can you deny that you are infatuated with the 
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teacher? Only for his sake, not for Agnes' are 
you here, you — you — " 

The resolute Frances motioned as if she meant 
to throw the pan and its contents into his face. 
He dodged. She controlled herself, however, and 
her eyes of a sudden danced with joy. Continu- 
ing as before she took no notice of the fury at 
the door. 

All at once she said kindly: "Jack, stay here, 
it's hard telling how the weather '11 turn!" 

"What do you mean to say?" he questioned. 

"I mean to say, Agnes will be delighted this 
moonlit night, to see you, all spindleshanks and 
elbows, coming to meet her. Ha ! ha ! that will be 
a race! She will run back hare-like to the sta- 
tion, to stay with her aunt the depot-matron." 

Sparr sulked in spite of his fury. Looking up 
suddenly, he noticed that Frances was eying the 
teacher's mackintosh. "A fine piece of apparel 
that," she commented innocently. 

His eyes taking in the coat on the door, spark- 
led mischief. 

He returned to the bar to finish his drink and 
waited until the teacher had moved across the 
room, facing away from the entrance. Quick as 
lightning then he absconded with the mackin- 
tosh thru the kitchen door. 

"Jack!" Frances called, but in a manner nei- 
ther loud nor excited, "if you don't return it, I'll 
murder you." "I'll be back in an hour ; the teach- 
er will not have missed it," he replied. 
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'Take the consequences, then," doled out Fran- 
ces tragically. 

"So I will," he replied, throwing the teacher's 
mantle loftily around him and slyly remarking: 
"I am the teacher now, Agnes will not avoid me," 
and away he went parading. 

Frances sat down by the hearth and with hands 
to her face laughed till the tears trickled down 
her sun-browned cheeks. 

"Good luck to you," she said, "if mistaken for 
the teacher by your own chums, they beat you to 
a rag, you will have deserved it, first on account 
of Agnes, secondly, on my account, and thirdly," 
she halted, "thirdly — most of all ! Pity, the war- 
den is not here, how he would enjoy it; I must 
tell him of it first thing in the morning." 

Sure enough, Jack Sparr got his deserts. Dis- 
guised in the only mackintosh in the village, he 
played the teacher better than he knew. The 
lads suffered him to come on and then piled upon 
him. 

Frances was back in her home quite awhile, 
when there came hobbling along village-ward, a 
groaning, scolding, dilapidated wretch. The 
mackintosh hung loosely about him torn, tatter- 
ed and soiled. But when his mother saw the 
condition of her only darling, there was no end to, 
"0 murder! 0 pity!" and maledictions upon the 
perpetrators. Next day he was obliged to buy 
the teacher a new mackintosh. 
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3. Tried in the Crucible 
The Requiem celebrated for the deceased pas- 
tor a few days later was over. More parishioners 
attended than the Administrator expected. The 
absolution had been given, and clouds of incense 
were still rising slowly to the arched ceiling, up- 
ward to the large central painting, the Resurrec- 
tion of the Dead; deserted stood the catafalque, 
upon its bosom the chalice and biretta facing the 
cross ; the church was somber and still. One lone 
figure in deep mourning, tarried kneeling, lost in 
prayer, the rosary gliding thru her slender 
fingers. It was Agnes. In her dark dress, her 
face looked delicate and refined as never before; 
but it bore traces, too, that she had suffered much, 
a fact which her swollen eyelids, reddened by 
countless tears, confirmed. Stopping a moment, 
she looked towards the tabernacle. "Dear Sa- 
vior, how gladly I would have died in my uncle's 
stead," she lisped, "if it had been possible! I 
have enough of the world already to do me for 
life." Then she turned to the Virgin's altar; 
unconsciously her hands lifted higher and high- 
er imploringly, and her face became almost trans- 
figured. The world heard it not nor suspected, 
but from that virginal soul arose a great and a 
holy vow which upon the wings of a thousand 
petitions, sought the heart of the Mother of God, 
the Mother of the Afflicted. The daughter ad- 
dressed the Mother ; the virgin the Queen of Vir- 
gins. The secret of this sacred communing, 
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wafted over the chasm dividing time from eter- 
nity, between the poor orphan and the ever Vir- 
gin, remained hidden in the hearts of Mother 
and child. 

Finally, Agnes arose. A long, tear-stained 
look at the catafalque, a last, "Eternal rest grant 
unto him, 0 Lord !" and she left the church. At 
the door on the outside, stood Jack Sparr; he 
wished to speak to her. His face was disfigured, 
his eyes glowing with an uncanny fire; his head 
was tied up, covering the contusions he had re- 
ceived a while ago. An ill-concealed passion dis- 
torted his face to an ugliness exceeding that of 
its natural deformity. He got no chance to ad- 
dress her. She looked up at him a minute and 
then rapidly passed him to the village street, 
which led to the Brook Inn. 

Pale and trembling with indignation he follow- 
ed her; she had disappeared from sight. 

On the night of this day the 'notorious com- 
pany* met in the tavern; the most active among 
them as usual, were Jack Sparr and the landlord. 

"You were also at the church this morning for 
the priest ?" Sparr laughingly asked the latter. 
With a contortion of his face the taverner re- 
plied : "No, Jack, for you know, pews and genu- 
flections don't suit my knees. Since the day 1 1 
became enlightened, they have got erysipelas. 
Moreover," he continued mocking, when the 
laughter which greeted the joke had subsided, "I 
had a Requiem at home." Upon saying which he 
pushed the button of the music-box to the tune : 
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"Alas, must I leave thee, 
My village, my home!" 

The innkeeper, pulling out his handkerchief, 
sang the stanzas with an affected sob. Some of 
the guests looked at one another with horror, but 
Sparr and his boon fellows nearly burst laugh- 
ing at the conceit. The music-box went slower, 
then it stopped. 

Startled, the taverner looked up. What was it 
that made the dying notes seem to him like a 
judgment? 

"It's run down/' some one said, winding it up. 

"When Agnes comes in again, we'll set 
it off to console her." A maiden appear- 
ed at the door that very moment; Jack, without 
looking reached for the button, but the innkeeper 
pushed back his hand, it was not Agnes but 
Frances. When she had gone out with the emp- 
ty glasses the taverner remarked : "I don't wish 
to fall out with her. She has the very tongue 
of her mother deceased, plus her own — we'd both 
come off sorrily with her. Nor do I wish un- 
necessarily to anger her old friend, who holds it 
against me already for the reason that a few 
worthless hares were found in my kitchen." Con- 
sequently he placed the wound-up box carefully 
on the window. The company caroused till eleven 
and then dispersed. 

Just as the tower-clock was striking midnight, 
behold, the affrighted bells began calling clamor- 
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ously for help. For the sixth time there was a 
fire in the village. 

Maledictions and terrible curses and threats 
were loud in the streets against the incendiarists. 
Men were hastening to the Chapter-house for the 
fire-engine. 

"Where is the fire?" a woman called from a 
window. 

"At the landlord's!" the answer echoed thru 
the night. "House and barn are wrapt in flame !" 

So it was. When the bucket-brigade had ar- 
rived and the villagers were in their appointed 
places, it was seen at once that it was too late. 

"Where is the innkeeper?" some one inquired. 

"He's gone to get his two browns from the 
stable, they are very much excited and none but 
their owner dare approach them." 

All at once terrible cries for help came from 
the stable; you could hear the horses madly 
stamping and neighing. A dense smoke was is- 
suing thence and the appeals were becoming ever 
more pitiful. The taverner was lying on the 
floor back of the first horse, evidently he had 
been kicked. With a fire-hook he was carefully 
dragged out ; his two arms, which he held shield- 
ing his head, were terribly fractured and crushed 
by the maddened animals. 

"Can't you get up?" a neighbor inquired, ready 
to assist him. 

"In God's name, no!" he screamed — "my 
kneecap — the horse has shattered it." 
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With a gurgling sound he fainted. The crowd 
stood encircling him, speechless with terror at the 
sight. Thru the guest-room the flames were 
surging; just then an overheated pane burst and 
fell into the room. In falling it must have struck 
the button of the music box, because from out 
that fire-lit area the gay melody was heard : 
"Alas, must I leave thee, 
My village, my home !" 

Coincidently, too, the taverner on a stretcher 
was being borne out the yard to the house of a 
neighbor. He was put to bed, groaning in in- 
tense agony. The young horse he had gone to 
rescue, in its fright had broken both his knee- 
caps and had injured him terribly about the 
head and arms. The priest was soon at hand and 
administered to the unconscious, dying scoffer, 
Extreme Unction. 

4. A Mysterious Death 

Amid the confusion a girl's voice was sudden- 
ly heard : "In the name of heaven, where is Ag- 
nes?" It was Frances who had just arrived. The 
people stared at one another, none had thought 
of the girl, none had seen her. 

"Agnes, Agnes!" Frances with a heart-rend- 
ing voice screamed towards the upper window of 
the burning house. 

"Where is her room?" some one inquired. 

Without more ado, snatching a water-soaked 
bag from one of the men, she slipped it over her 
head and shoulder as a protection against the heat 



Digitized by 



206 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



and rushing round the corner entered the house 
by a rear door where the fire had not yet pene- 
trated. Some wished to follow her. But she 
dissuaded them: "Wait below, I will wake her." 
To herself she said: 'The modest Agnes would 
die of fear and shame if strangers would come 
to wake her." Quickly she leaped into the smoke- 
filled room. The people below in the meantime 
were anxiously awaiting the result. They heard 
her rattling at a window which was tightly clos- 
ed by a shutter, then, knocking at the door. 

"She cannot force the shutter," the bystanders 
shouted to one another. 

"Up, up for the sake of God, help!" the cry 
came from above. Heat-bursted tile were thump- 
ing down the roof, the very roof -supports were 
threatening to give way. A man fixed a ladder 
and ascended to reach the closed shutter. With 
a powerful stroke of an ax he forced it open, 
tore one wing away and pushed the other aside. 
An immense mountain of smoke rolled out and 
in an instant the place was aflame. With one 
leap the daring man was within the room. He 
found Frances with wringing hands before an 
empty bed. 

"She is not here," said the brave girl to the 
fireman. 

"Then there is nothing more to be done," he 
said, urging her forward, "hurry out of the win- 
dow, I will remain here till you are down." Then 
only did Frances recognize her rescuer; it was 
the teacher. 
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"You — and on my account!" she expostulated. 

"Yes, Frances, on your account; but hurry 
down the ladder that I may get out safely too." 
Hardly had they gotten down when the house gut- 
ter and a mass of shingles came down in a crash. 

They sought her, they called her, Agnes was 
nowhere to be found. Of the inn there was 
nothing left to save, moreover, the neighboring 
house gave them work enough. By morning, inn, 
bam and stable were a total ruin. The taverner 
in the meantime had died. The news of the ter- 
rible judgment of God evident in his death had 
scarcely spread over the village when a second 
appalling rumor followed in its wake. Agnes 
had been found, indeed, but— dead. 

At the treasurer's, on a neat couch, with the 
mellow light of a blessed candle caressing her, she, 
the poor orphan was laid out, her hands folded, 
her face lily-white in deep repose. In the brook 
which flows hard by the inn, she had been found 
hidden beneath the overhanging branches of a 
willow; her features were set and calm, her 
hands clasped. How she came to meet her death 
no one could tell. It was an awful mystery. There 
were no marks of violence on her body ; she had 
evidently been drowned. 

Frances declared: "Either she was drowned 
dipping water— or— or else because she gave the 
alarm, being the first undoubtedly to have noticed 
the fire — she was" — she paused, her face express- 
ing intense horror, — "or else she was — " she 
would say no more. 
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With the old hunter, Frances waked the body 
of her friend that night; her father was with 
them. She was leading the Litany, the two men 
responding; "Deliver her, O Lord!" and "We be- 
seech Thee, hear us!" 

They stopped suddenly. Voices were heard on 
the outside; there was a knocking at the door 
and on the shutters. 

"Who is there?" Frances inquired. 

"We, the citizens of Ortingen," was the answer. 

Frances opened the window. A crowd of eighty 
or a hundred individuals stood in front of the 
house. "Deliver to us the self -murderess I Out 
with her, out with her !" they yelled. 

"What! a suicide?" Frances challenged; she 
was dazed almost to fainting; "Agnes, a suicide?" 

"What else?" inquired a dominant voice from 
amidst the crowd ; "to revenge the priest she set 
fire to the houses one after another ; that is why 
she remained in the village; that is why only 
those were burnt out who were against the priest, 
and not the others!" 

"In the name of God — what nonsense !" utter- 
ed Frances. 

"No nonsense at all!" screeched Jack Sparr, 
"but a fact. It was she, too, that lighted the inn. 
Many a time I heard her say that that house 
was a hell, and that it would not surprise her if 
it burnt down." Another person attested: "She 
set it on fire, and then her measure was full ; 
fearing that this time she would be discovered, 
she threw herself into the brook." 
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With a great show of indignat pathos Sparr 
complemented: "And those within are praying 
for this murderous incendiary and self -destroyer ! 
That is forbidden, it must not be allowed; take 
away the crucifix and the Holy Water from the 
suicide I" 

"It is quite so; drag the woman out into the 
street — to the brook!" the others assented, try- 
ing to force the door. 

The treasurer went to the window and told the 
crowd he would not let them in; if anyone use 
violence, he'll have him arrested for breach of 
peace. 

A mocking laughter was the response. "No 
such thing as peace exists anymore in Ortingen ! 
— open, let us in!" 

"Holy God, Blessed Mother of God, inspire me 
what to say!" Frances prayed. At once a new 
light shone in her eye — a thought had come to 
her mind. Deliberately, calmly she spoke : "Who 
knows whether or not Agnes was the incendiary? 
At least wait and see if henceforth there'll be no 
more conflagrations." 

"There'll be no more fires!" a voice bawled 
from the crowd. 

"If you are so certain of that, then you your- 
self are the firebrand !" With terrific force Fran- 
ces hurled this imputation at the speaker — the 
crowd listening, silent as death. 

Foaming with fury, Sparr threw himself 
against the window at which Frances was stand- 
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ing, but fortunately there stood the warden. 
"Dare it, you devil !" and he raised his gun. 

"People, citizens, they wish to shoot you!" 
screamed Sparr, inciting them : "Forward, crush 
in the door, force yourself in I" 

An officer appeared, the mayor also and the 
priest. The mayor advised them to disperse; 
they would not, not until the suicide were dragged 
out and thrown into the street. A second, a third 
time he charged them to disperse and to go Home 
or take the consequences. The crowd simply 
jeered him. Forcing his way thru the mob up 
to the door, he gave another futile warning, tell- 
ing them he must now read the Riot-Act. As 
his last expedient, he read the f raughted decree. 

"He is siding with them!" incited Sparr — 
"forward, men, will you permit him to intimidate 
you?" 

The crowd pressed upon the mayor and the of- 
ficer, pinning the latter's arm to his side; then 
there was a shot in the air and loud came the 
hunter's threat: "That was only a warning — 
this one will count!" He raised his gun. 

"Fire, fire!" echoed and re-echoed from far 
and near; the bells were again ringing the omi- 
nous alarm. It was a cry of terror — the masses 
turned from the besieged house to the one now 
aburning. The gable of the house neighboring 
the ruined inn was on fire. In spite of all pre- 
cautions, some flying cinders must have ignited 
and set it aflame. It was the work of several 
hours to put it out and save the building. The 
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rest of the night the corpse of poor Agnes lay 
unlighted in the little room. 

5. A Thorough Reckoning 

Two days after, ten mounted officers arrived 
in the village to take the depositions of the prin- 
cipal rioters. So it happened, that while the 
largely attended funeral of the taverner and of 
his young ward, Agnes, was wending its way to 
the cemetery, two carts guarded by soldiers were 
rattling in an opposite direction thru Ortingen, 
carrying the suspected disturbers to the district 
Capital for trial. Jack Sparr, the leader, was 
among them. A couple of days after, the news- 
papers brought the information that the under- 
sacristan had been brought to an insane asylum 
for observation. 

Upon the grave of the innkeeper lay many 
wreaths bound with red and white and varicolor- 
ed ribbons. On the plain little cross which mark- 
ed Agnes' grave hung a wreath of the last roses 
of summer, entwined with a white silken scarf, 
with which the sad autumn breeze of All-Souls' 
month coquetted. This was a remembrance from 
Frances; but the daily prayers she offered for 
her departed friend was a remembrance a thou- 
sand times better. 

All this while the village had not regained its 
peace. Stubbornly, many continued to believe 
the awful accusations against poor Agnes deceas- 
ed, and to declare that Sparr was well-intentioned 
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towards the whole parish. On a certain after- 
noon, immediately upon the arrival of a carriage 
there was a meeting of the Chapter and of the 
Citizen Committee. The District Deputy and the 
bishop's Vicar were present. After sternly al- 
luding to the deplorable conditions in Ortingen 
and regretting the change which had come over 
the village parish, the deputy presented the bish- 
op's representative, begging him to introduce the 
subject that had brought them hither to the Com- 
mittee. 

The Vicar began by stating that the Last Will 
of their pastor, of blessed memory, had been read 
a few days ago. Upon opening the outer en- 
velope which enclosed the sealed testament, a 
Hundred-Mark bill was found. No doubt, this was 
the vanished bill, the disappearance of which 
gave cause to so many rash judgments and was 
exploited in so criminal a way by the papers. 
Probably by mistake the priest had put it in 
this, instead of in the envelope intended for it. 
Furthermore, it was found that he had willed 
the parish six thousand marks to be used for any 
parish purpose, or for the poor, or in any way 
the council might determine. At first he had in- 
tended this money for the Diaspora of the Capi- 
tal; upon second thought, however, it seemed to 
him better to devote to the 'Dispersed' the sur- 
plus of the foundation-gifts, which in accordance 
with the mind of the donors could be used for 
religious purposes only, and then by way of com- 
pensation give over to the Ortingen congregation 
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his money, which they might employ for any 
good use whatever without restriction. 

The money has already been handed over to 
the village authorities, the speaker declared. It 
was the express will of their late pastor, he con- 
tinued, that nothing in the Will to their flavor 
should be changed in spite of what he had been 
made to suffer and to endure in their midst, and 
especially did the pastor affirm that he had for- 
given them from his heart. He confessed that 
unworthy as he was of the high dignity of the 
Priesthood, he had never knowingly neglected the 
duties which it imposed. Commenting on these 
facts, the Vicar attested that as in the present 
affair so all his life their late pastor had ap- 
proved himself an exemplary priest. That he 
must express to them the pain and anger of their 
bishop for having permitted themselves to 
be so grievously incited against their pastor ; that 
there is no doubt, it will be a long time before 
another priest will care to become the resident of 
Ortingen. He strongly impressed upon them that 
it was their duty in some public way to make 
amends to the deceased for the injury they had 
done him, and he warned them that it was to 
their interest to do- so as soon as possible. 

The erstwhile opponents of the priest dared 
not say a word in answer, they were crushed. 
The Chief Deputy got up next. Not as the bailiff 
of the circuit but as a fellow Catholic did he wish 
to address them. "The pastor is the spiritual 
father and the shepherd of the parish. These are 
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not empty names but titles he holds in law, by. 
right and in truth. As spiritual father of the 
parish he is solemnly installed by the bishop and 
from that moment the Fourth Commandment 
binds you to him as to your own bodily parents. 
Upon him the Commandment imposes sacred and 
weighty responsibilities as spiritual father, even 
as it assigns duties to the earthly parent. On 
their part the parishioners are subject to him as 
are children to their father. No one can with- 
draw from this obligation; who disregards it, 
who despises, ridicules, opposes it, him will God 
destroy. For the Religion of one who opposes his 
spiritual father and shepherd, I would not give 
a snap of the finger, even tho he goes to church 
every Sunday and with pious phrases advertises 
his Catholicity. But if even beyond this he tries 
to convince his neighbor that the priest is no 
more than any other parishioner, that he has no 
right to command nor to enforce obedience, then 
he is a declared heretic. 

"Supposing your grown-uip boys should say to 
your face: 'Father, you are no more to us than 
any other man in the village/ — permit some de- 
graded fellow to preach such a doctrine to your 
children, to make them believe the Fourth Com- 
mandment is nonsense — let such a thing happen 
and what would be the result? Let Ortingen 
stand in answer. First and last this is the ob- 
ject those criminal tongues and pens and leaflets, 
which you have welcomed, have in view, every- 
where and at all times, when they so flippantly 
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treat of the authority of the pastor and the obe- 
dience due him. It is sad, it is a shame, that we 
Catholics permit godless and unscrupulous plot- 
ters to enter our ranks to gain adherents. When 
did you ever hear of a Jew antagonizing his 
rabbi? How seldom even are preachers paraded 
in the papers? But the priest is written up time 
and again in non-Catholic papers to the delight 
of its patrons. How do you explain this? We ex- 
plain it as the work of a few rebels, such as every 
parish contains, who add to the malignant joy 
of the enemies of the Church by moulding the 
very bullets with which to pierce her panoply. 
If that is not a criminal violation of the Fourth 
Commandment, what is? Woe to him who has 
this to answer for on his deathbed ! If a parish 
has a good reason for complaint, there is a way 
to go about it ; the complaint is brought before the 
bishop and not to anti-Church papers. This, 
however, does not suit the intriguers, whose pur- 
pose is rather to incite the people to rebellion. 
And what is the consequence? Look at your 
parish and see! The stranger is moved to tears 
to see half Ortingen in ruins, to notice how the 
place is shunned by the neighborhood, contemned 
by the people; to observe the common mistrust, 
quarrels, envy, hatred, the prevailing disorder 
and fatality; when he studies last year's long 
register of penal offences, when he thinks of the 
present trial of the rioters, the result of which 
may send a dozen men to the penitentiary and 
their families to disgrace ! Maybe your eyes will 
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be opened at last to see that it is a part of the 
Fourth Commandment to respect and obey your 
pastor. This Commandment was trodden under 
foot in this place as nowhere else. The promised 
curse did not fail, and great will be the mercy of 
God if the curse does not also involve your chil- 
dren. I was urged to say this, not as your Chief 
Deputy but as your fellow Catholic." 

The men were as if annihilated by these words ; 
they looked at each other to see if any one wished 
to say something in reply ; the pealing of the bells 
interfered. "Fire!" "Fire!" was the despairing 
cry hallooed up and down the street. 

6. The Veil Is Lifted 

While the exhortation just reported was in 
progress, a startling scene was being enacted in 
the little house of the widow Sparr. Her room 
was but a lean-to of a larger house. It was en- 
tered from the rear, the door facing the village 
meadows. By this back way a man stealthily, 
unobserved and noiselessly entered the room of 
the old woman; instantly she had him in her 
arms, hugged and kissed him, overwhelmed him 
with flattery, — Jack her son, as if he were still 
a child and not a grown man. 

Sure enough, it was Jack, just escaped from 
the lunatic asylum. While he was eating greedily 
and drinking and telling of his lucky flight, his 
eyes gleamed impishly to frighten anyone but his 
mother. She noticed nothing weird about her 
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idolized boy; she was without suspicion of what 
was threatening and failed to notice his preoccu- 
pied air. 

"You'll now remain with me," she said; "no 
one knows that you are here and no one shall 
find you." 

Jack arose and with a strange voice tragically 
declaimed: "Mother — woman — the hour has 
come. I must prove to Ortingen it was not I, 
otherwise — they will burn me, too. Frances is 
the cause of it all, the doctor said the same, so 
did the director of the asylum. She wishes to 
destroy me. She said I was the firebrand; I 
must prove now it was not I. Do you under- 
stand me?" 

"Yes, very well, dear Jack," the old woman re- 
plied with trepidation ; she was beginning to fear 
the excited and uncanny behavior of her son. 

"And you must help in washing me clean !" he 
exclaimed. 

"Yes, yes, Jack, rest assured, I'll surely help 
you," she spoke to quiet him. 

"But I will cleanse myself with fire — by fire, 
like the Poor Souls." 

Thereupon he went out to the little kitchen; 
his mother heard him meddling with things. 
Then he pushed open the door and threw upon 
the floor, one, two, three fagots of twigs, which, 
with oil-can in hand, he began soaking with pe- 
troleum. 
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"In the name of God, Jack, what are you 
about!" screamed the frightened mother, "you 
don't intend setting the house on fire!" 

She ran to the window. He drew her back, 
stopped her mouth : "Don't you know I must jus- 
tify myself? When I told Frances that hence- 
forth there would be no more fires, did she not 
retort, 'then you are the incendiary !' Therefore 
a conflagration must again happen, otherwise 
Frances stands confirmed and people will say: 
'Sure enough, he was the one who set the houses 
afire V I have shrewdly studied it out. Mother, 
woman, if there is a fire here to-day, they will be 
constrained to say: 'That can't be Jack Sparr 
in this case; he loves his mother too well to burn 
down her house.' In this way will I be brilliantly 
exculpated, cleansed by fire, and Frances will be 
forced to retract. Did I not plan it well in the 
asylum? That is why I am here." 

In an instant he started the fire and threw a 
dozen lighted matches among the dry twigs. The 
old woman made an attempt to cry out but he 
throttled her; to halt her desperate struggles he 
gagged her and tied her hands. 

"Now remain where you are," he hissed, "till 
the place is all ablaze ; in the very nick of time I 
will hasten and save you; thus will I attest my 
innocence and prove* myself the hero of Ortin- 
gen." 

The flames leaped lively among the dry branch- 
es, the room was filling with smoke. "That's all 
right now," he sniggled; gliding like an eel 
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thru an opening he had made in the parti- 
tion wall, he slipped into a room of the larger 
house adjoining and got upstairs. 

* * * 

It was already quite dark when the alarm of 
Are was shrieked thru the village; when the 
council attendants rushed out they found the 
widow's cottage a mass of seething flames. From 
out that oven horrible cries were heard. At great 
risk and with much effort the brave men suc- 
ceeded in rescuing the half-burnt woman. No 
one noticed a head cautiously peering down upon 
the scene from the gable-window of the larger 
house. 

The much-injured woman had regained con- 
sciousness. She gazed at the fire with a vacant 
stare, then suddenly she cried aloud: "Oh! save 
my boy, he, too, is in there!" 

"What, Jack?" all asked at once, the crowd be- 
coming terribly excited. "What is he doing in 
your house?" 

"Oh, don't harm him! I beseech you, help him 
out, he didn't do it in his right mind — 99 

"Do it — what?" the crowd questioned. The 
chief deputy approached and personally inquired 
of the widow: "What do you mean to say? Did 
your unhappy son start thfe fire?" Upon her re- 
fusal to answer at once he reassured her: "Noth- 
ing can be done to him anyhow, he is crazy; 
tell us then, so that no innocent person be 
suspected." 
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Thus urged the old woman lamented : "Yes, of 
course, he did it; he brought in dried branches, 
oil-soaked them, stopped my mouth— but oh! 
don't harm him; he is not right — his head — he 
was never quite right all his life; I am sure of 
that." 

From above, a demoniacal laugh interrupted. 
The crowd looking upward beheld a blood-cur- 
dling scene. Upon the coping at the very gable 
end of the neighbor's house, in a momentary rift 
of the pall of smoke, Jack Sparr was descried as 
by a flashlight silhouetted against the dark sky. 

"I — not right in my head?" he screamed and 
jeered ; — "I am wiser than all of you together — 
not I — it is you who are crazy !" 

"Drag him down from there !" the mayor com- 
manded a couple of men ; Sparr having heard the 
order and noticing a consequent movement in the 
crowd, screamed defiantly : "If one of you touches 
me, I'll leap into the fire, and drag the aggressor 
with me !" 

"Jack, dearest Jack!" called to him the old 
maimed mother whom they were carrying away 
to safety, "come down, in God's name, you'll burn 
to death up there !" 

"Never ! here from this my pulpit, as the priest 
in church, I will now preach to you, ye people of 
Ortingen, in place of your late pastor. My theme 
is fire. This suits me as it suits you, but why, 
you'll not know till I tell you. Can you still re- 
call the places afire? First the mayor's, then the 
miller's, then the carpenter's house by the brook, 
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then at The Sign of the Red Gong; later, on the 
day of the storm, fire at the Eagle-tavern and 
the treasurer's, — but in this last place it didn't 
succeed, — then some of the cottages in the Bot- 
toms went, and finally Brook Inn. And do you 
know why? Because all these with few exceptions 
were declared enemies of the old priest !" 

Silence fell upon the crowd ; they saw the veil 
lifting which had shrouded the origin of the 
many burnings in the village. Sparr continued : 
"Ha ! you're all ears now ! And do you know why 
these places and no others were set afire? So I 
would be the last to be suspected! Ha! ha! Am 
I not a wise fool, ye people of Ortingen?!!" 

"Then, you were the incendiary!" a dozen 
voices shouted. "Drag him down, throw him into 
the fire alive, the scoundrel, the murderous fire- 
brand!" 

The Chief Deputy strove to keep order, while 
the maniac, pleased with the role he was playing, 
calmly resumed his disclosures: "Who of you 
would not have done the same if a devil stood 
by his pillow every night threatening: 'Either 
set fire to a house, or else I'll take you with me !' 
Surely I'd rather let a neighbor's house burn 
than my own skin ! For this reason I was obliged 
to reason thus : If I put the torch to my friends, 
no one will suspect me. Isn't that so? Am I 
not a wise fellow, then, I, Jack Sparr of Ortin- 
gen? There was none in the whole asylum as 
clever as I, the director said. Who among you 
all thought it was Jack Sparr?" 
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"And see how I led you by the nose, to accuse 
this or that one — and you wise people believed 
me— He! he!" 

Fierce curses were hurled at him, but the fool, 
enveloped every now and then by the clouds of 
smoke, was heard to laugh only the louder. 

"You have no idea how smart I am. There is 
a story I might tell of the rectory, that Hundred- 
Mark bill and that newswriter whom I misled. 
He thought he had me under his thumb, but I 
had him under mine! I used him as a dog and 
sicked him at whom I pleased. I have turned 
the parish round, 1 have flattered and deceived 
you, I ruled the village, I drove as I pleased the 
learned councilors of the Chapter; it was I who 
forced the pastor to leave, I, Jack Sparr, — I 
planned it — and you, all of you followed my steps ! 
I incited you to surround the house of the treas- 
urer to mob the body of the dead Agnes — and 
headlong you ran — ran into the arms of the po- 
lice — ye gross-headed people of Ortingen — now, 
then, who's the fool, you or I? If 'tis I, then a 
fool it was who led you the whole year round, 
and you knew it not, — Ha! ha! a fool, ye wise 
ones of Ortingen, a fool !" 

An uncontrollable tumult ensued, fed by the 
realization of having been so grievously deceived 
and obsessed. A long pole, claw-hooked, was 
pushed upward to tackle the insane man; from 
a dormer-window an attempt was made to seize 
him from behind ; Sparr snatched the hook madly, 
pushed it aside, and with a ringing yell, to the 
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consternation of all, leaped into the surging 
flames. 

A woman's voice was heard to call : "Oh, draw 
him forth! help, he has still one disclosure to 
maker 

It was Frances who had just arrived. They 
were lucky in pulling out the unfortunate man 
still alive. They laid him on the ground. As 
he opened his eyes and began to whine, Frances 
knelt by his side and began gently questioning: 
"You poor fool Jack, can you speak a little yet? 
— it isn't true, is it, that Agnes killed herself; 
come, tell me ; you know it." 

His face became changed at once. With a 
conscious look and mellowed voice he replied: 
"No, Frances, Agnes did not kill herself. I did 
that, too, but it seemed to me I could not help 
it; after lighting the Brook Inn and when it was 
already ablaze, she crossed my way and called: 
'Why, Jack, the house is afire!' It was a struggle 
till I caught her and stopped her mouth; I then 
said to her : Yes, Agnes, and it simply remains 
for me to put it out, upon which I threw her into 
the brook. She offered no resistance, but made 
an effort to cross herself ; I pushed her head un- 
der the water — it was soon over — " 

Frances uttered a moan. 

"It did not seem right that this should hap- 
pen," Jack whimpered, "but it had to be. The 
time I had come into the garden to avow my love 
she was singing: 
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'For in this world I'm sad and lone, 
Come soon, sweet Death !' 

"It was a premonition. I was destined to pro- 
cure this rest. Then, too, why was her behavior 
such as to urge me to hate rather than to love 
her — she — she also is responsible!" 

The eyes of the fool began to roll in a fright- 
ful way, his lips were flecked with blood and 
foam. He was carried to the local hospital. The 
priest called to see if anything could be done for 
his poor soul. 

Mute, the crowd tarried by the ruins, dazed by 
the awful revelations of the maniac and its own 
aberrations more awful still. 

As the embers were slowly dying, the first 

glimmerings of respect began to show, to revive 

and glow in the hearts of the people towards 

their late pastor, and towards the innocent 

maiden, the chief victim in this tragedy. 
* * * 

Many years have elapsed. The young Ad- 
ministrator has become pastor of Ortingen. The 
teacher is married ; his helpmate is the erstwhile 
redoubtable Frances. The old game-warden, who 
is still living, teases the old father, the treasurer, 
occasionally: "Frances rules not only her three 
boys and two girls, but her husband also, and 
many others besides." To which the invariable 
answer is : "Indeed, I know it ; she was never want- 
ing a mouthpiece." 

"And her youngest, the little Frances," observ- 
ed the old huntsman taking his pipe out of his 
mouth, laughing, "will be her exact counterpart. 
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The other day I said in her hearing : 'It will soon 
be time again to bring my annual hare up stood 
the little child with a monitory finger threaten- 
ing: 'But take care, uncle huntsman, not to kill 
the Easter rabbit, else we'll get no eggs !' " 

The old men laughed heartily. 

Over yonder, within the shade of the cool 
forest, the cemetery lies, peaceful and trim. With 
fervency, the haunting zephyr out from its syl- 
van retreat comes sighing a lullaby o'er the 
wearied sleepers, who lie, bedded over with grass 
and flowers luxuriant. Two small wooden cross- 
es mark the sunken graves of old Mrs. Sparr 
and her ill-starred son. Close to the highway, 
near the mortuary chapel, an imposing monu- 
ment crowned with a cross, with a holy water 
stoup at its base, overlooks the whole village. 
Beneath the mighty stone rest the remains of the 
old pastor. Fresh wreaths and bouquets are 
never wanting. The parish made it a point of 
honor to have his body transferred to the present 
site, so as to give to their late pastor in death 
the rest they denied him in life. Not one was 
absent at the great funeral of removal; it was 
a triumphal procession such as Ortingen had 
never seen. 

Close to her uncle deceased, beneath a little 
cross, rests Agnes. Upon her grave the chaste 
and beautiful lily grows, and none ever visits the 
cemetery without halting at her grave and utter- 
ing a prayer. 
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But every now and then, when in the stormy 
nights of March the treetops sigh, and the wind 
howling and shivering, rushes impetuously and 
shrieking down from the heights thru the 
village streets, the people say : "That is the spirit 
of Jack Sparr; it has not yet found rest/' Then 
they say an Our Father for the peace of his soul. 



The Convent Violin 

1. Secularized 

Beyond the city limits in a gentle depression 
of the upland, nestled the deserted Nunnery 
Highminster. The old somber-roofed main build- 
ing, three stories high, flanked on the east by 
a little Gothic church with a graceful steeple, on 
the south and west by workrooms and store- 
houses, looked sadly and solemnly down upon the 
wall-enclosed establishment that lay imbedded in 
a wilderness of shrubs and trees; looked down 
also upon the slopes of the valley beyond to its 
very bottom, where paralleling the river the 
highway runs. A picturesque rocky bluff wooded 
with firs, formed the cloister background. Ad- 
joining the enclosure was a vast garden with a 
veritable maze of plots, partially cultivated, par- 
tially waste and fallow. 

From a large breach in the convent wall a 
footpath led to a central thicket; this space was 
shaded by tall grass, climbing plants, wild roses, 
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nettles, ivy and a tangle of green. Many a tramp 
and other prowlers more dangerous had sought 
its retirement to sleep off a summer debauch. 
It is surprising therefore the convent had not 
suffered from their depredations. The reason is, 
no one ventured within. 

The grave-like quiet of its halls, the curse of 
sacrilege and desecration which brooded over the 
place, repelled the good and the bad alike; then, 
too, the people were careful not to intrude, in 
deference to the few remaining nuns who as the 
sole survivors of the cloister suppressed, were 
"by special grace" permitted to live and die with- 
in its precincts. 

About 1840, the time this story begins, the 
cloistral choir had dwindled to five Religious who 
were left to bewail all this abomination of desola- 
tion, while patiently looking forward to the hour 
of their release from bondage, which they hoped 
soon to exchange for the blessed, eternal free- 
dom of the children of God. The aged nuns lived 
in complete retirement. As far as strength per- 
mitted each one assisted the lone servant in the 
necessary work and joined in the office of the 
Choir. Once a week an old saintly priest from 
Dienstlingen came to confess them, and within 
locked doors of the deserted church to say Mass 
and administer Communion to them. Many an 
hour of the day and sometimes whole nights the 
nuns spent before the Blessed Sacrament reserv- 
ed in the tabernacle. All this was a secret kept 
from State officers and councilors, who, if apprised 
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of the fact, would have rebuked them severely, 
because all Divine Service in the church had been 
strictly forbidden. 

The common people, nevertheless, exhibited an 
undiminished love and veneration towards the 
holy place and its inmates. Not a man or even 
a servant failed to raise his hat if casually a nun 
appeared at the window; they offered to serve 
them free; and many a troubled, disconsolate 
woman, the rich and the poor, hastened to the 
humble convent parlor, to pour out her grief to 
sympathetic ears, assured the holy dames would 
pray for her and send her home cheered and 
comforted. 

It is with predilection the simple people love 
the forgotten and the unjustly persecuted. This 
love is more deeply rooted in their hearts than 
bureaucrats and diplomats surmise. It was 
nothing unusual, then, that every family in the 
vicinity knew the history of the convent from 
the beginning of the century; how in virtue of 
a decree of a prince hardly known in the dis- 
trict, the thriving Nunnery of Highminster was 
visited with spoliation and dissolved and its heav- 
enly mission stopped ; the story was handed down 
to children and children's children. That was 
the time of the so-called "Secularization," when 
with a stroke of the pen hundreds of churches, 
shrines, convents and foundations were profaned, 
sold and sequestrated. 

Some are still living who can recall the sad 
spring day of 1803. The Commissary of the pet- 
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ty prince with a dozen armed hirelings had taken 
possession of the convent-grounds; rack-wagons 
were ready to carry away the goods ; speculating 
Jews were on hand bargaining with the agent, 
while hundreds of men, women and children were 
looking on horrified at this sacking of the sanc- 
tuary. 

Soldiers with loaded weapons were present in 
order forcibly to halt and punish any opposition 
to the Commissary in his "official duties." He 
entered the Chapter Room scarfed and helmeted. 
His breath almost forsook him when he saw fac- 
ing him forty nuns fully habited, with jtheir 
abbess in the center holding the staff in her hand, 
a cross upon her breast, all with heads bowed and 
silent as death. 

With an unsteady voice the Commissary read 
the order of the prince, decreeing the dissolution 
of the nunnery and the immediate sequestration 
of its goods. He commanded the abbess to hand 
over to him the keys of the cloister, of the church 
and of every building. 

Before doing so the abbess solemnly protested 
before God the All-Just, in her name and that of 
the Community, against the violence and injus- 
tice which was about to rob them of their proper- 
ty. She had sworn to watch over all the things 
great or small that belonged to the sanctuary of 
God; and therefore, in as far as she could pre- 
vent it, no one should touch or alienate the in- 
heritance and possession of God intrusted to her 
guardianship; she refused to take part in the 
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crime of sacrilege by delivering up the keys ; she 
would yield only to force; moreover, she called 
upon the sanctity and justice of God to witness 
that what was being done that day was against 
her will and protest. 

The keys were accordingly forced from her 
hand, aaid then the Commissary proceeded to open 
room after room, the chapel, library, archive, re- 
fectory, treasury, sacristy, the cells, cellar and 
garret, taking note of what they contained. 

The sacred vessels — monstrance, chalice, cibo- 
rium, candlesticks, the reliquaries, the insignia 
cf the abbess — all were removed, appraised, some 
sold outright for cash, the rest packed into sacks 
and pitched on a wagon. The library was search- 
ed thru for richly-bound folios; these, by break- 
ing the lids, were despoiled of their rich filigree 
and silver ornamentations ; every book adjudged 
valuable was carted away. No one minded that 
in the handling many a volume was being torn 
or trampled under foot; indeed, the way to the 
wagon was littered with books dropped in carry- 
ing. The paintings in the abbess' room, in the 
refectory and in the chapter, were added to the 
private collection of the prince. A chaos in- 
describable prevailed; vessels and utensils of all 
kinds were standing scattered about; the doors 
were wide open, and speculators fingered what 
articles they pleased, priced and oftentimes stole 
them. In the gallery of the Convent Church there 
was much hammering, sawing and tearing down. 
They were taking the organ apart. "What do you 
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intend to do with it?" some one asked. "His 
Grace, the prince, wishes to present it to a sec- 
tarian congregation in R 99 was the answer. 

They even got at the bells ; they were taken down. 
"His Grace presented them to the sectarians of 
A 99 The only bell that remained was the lit- 
tle one on the turret above the chapel. 

In a couple of days Highminster had been dis- 
mantled from cellar to garret. The stillness of 
the grave possessed the cloister, the doors were 
shut and barred, the church locked, the tabernacle 
light extinguished; no longer was there a ring- 
ing of bells, no longer alms for the poor; the 
large cruciform knocker at the convent gate be- 
came rust-covered ; grass was gradually destroy- 
ing the park; the birds driven by wind and 
weather, came and went thru the broken win- 
dows to seek nesting places along the deserted 
halls. 

Sadness prevailed especially on days which for- 
merly were holydays. Then there used to be a 
gathering of country people from everywhere; 
for example, on St. Catherine-day, on the feasts of 
St. Ursula, St. Lucia, St. George, St. Michael, 
etc. ; for such occasions grand Masses in figured 
music were got ready and accompanied on the 
organ and with stringed instruments, to the edi- 
fication and entertainment of the worshipers. In 
the ruined organ-loft of the convent, the big 
bass violin, the cello, a violin, a harp, a flute and 
a bassoon, dust begrimed and forgotten, might 
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still be seen, which the plunderers had overlook- 
ed or judged not worth taking. 

As the strings on the instruments snapped one 
by one, so too did the earthly ties which bound 
these consecrated virgins to their convent, break 
one after another and release them to enter their 
heavenly home. 

The petty prince who had dissolved the con- 
vent in order to possess it, after a short interval, 
was obliged in accordance with newer regulation, 
to relinquish the property to the Government. 
The ejected nuns having refused to leave and re- 
turn to secular life, were allowed by the State to 
live and end their days in their cloister, not as a 
Community, however, but only as individuals. The 
State reserved the option to dispose of the proper- 
ty at any time. 

Up to the year when this story begins they 
were let alone; a change was now imminent. It 
was in the forties. The five surviving nuns were 
gathered round the bed of their dying abbess in 
fervent, sorrowful prayer. She had reached the 
age of eighty when death beckoned. Strengthened 
by the Holy Sacraments and the confidence in- 
spired by her long life in God's service, she faced 
death gladly. 

A loud knocking at the portal broke upon the 
stillness of the retreat; there was some one at 
the gate. Sister Gertrude, the prioress, with a 
look of concern at the abbess got up to see what 
was the matter. 
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The dying mother rallied somewhat. Clasp- 
ing the crucifix tightly, she opened her eyes and 
whispered. Her keenest life's suffering, a grief 
which endured to the very end was the violation 
of the convent peace and enclosure. 

"God protects those," said the abess, "who are 
vowed to Him; He will punish those who have 
laid hands upon you and upon His sanctuary, even 
tho we have forgiven them. No blessing will 
rest upon them, and their inheritance will not 
be handed down beyond the second generation. 
The instigator of all this misery which has over- 
whelmed us, is he, the Corsican, that terrible 
bloody adventurer, the 'Scourge of God/ who 
was bred in revolution and thru revolution has 
been forced upon the people. He it was who cast 
lots for the vesture and the possessions of the 
Church and distributed them to worldlings and 
to the avaricious; sycophants and beggars came 
to him from everywhere from motives of selfish- 
ness to do his bidding and he parceled out to them 
ecclesiastical foundations. But the hand of God 
smote him and his son; even so, full justice has 
not yet been meted. Yea, the last bearer of his 
name shall be driven as chaff before the wind, 
shall be despoiled, banished, put to flight, just as 
he treated the people of God. The unlawful pos- 
session of Church property brings no blessing — 
we must pray, pray much for the lords, the prin- 
ces, the mighty, that God may avert judgment, 
pray, pray — " 
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These last cries for prayer brought her, the 
semi-conscious one, to, so that grasping the hand 
of a sister, she began to pray aloud and with 
remarkable power. Suddenly her eyes dimmed, 
her lips closed. 

"Come — help me!" the clammy lips muttered; 
it was a request that the prayers for the dying 
should begin; Sister Gertrude, greatly excited, 
returned just at this moment; a look at the ab- 
bess informed her death was nigh. Quickly she 
placed in the hand of her unconscious mother 
the blessed candle and sprinkled her with Holy 
Water. One deep sigh — and all was over. The 
abbess was dead. 

A few minutes later the little bell in the turret 
tolled; thirty-three strokes it doled out slowly, 
sadly, telling all the world around that another 
of the cloistered dames of Highminster had been 
taken from among the living. 

The abbess was laid out decorated with the 
insignia of her office, crowned with the virginal 
wreath, invested with the habit and mantle. 
Queenly she looked upon the bier when the nuns 
assembled to pay her the last honors. Then it 
was the new Superioress, Sister Gertrude, sor- 
rowfully remarked: "God has called the Blessed 
One away just in time to escape what to her 
would have been a grievous blow. Our retreat will 
be encroached upon. I was just informed by Mr. 
Sanders, the contractor for the new highway, that 
he has been authorized to lodge his Italian la- 
borers in the buildings adjoining the convent 
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during the time the work is in progress. There 
will be about two or three hundred of them; they 
will begin to arrive next week." 

The nuns were filled with an indescribable con- 
sternation, especially that this should happen now 
when their abbess was gone. Her successor 
strove to reassure them : "Altho she cannot speak 
to us, she will look after our interests in heaven 
and pray for us; this is even better. Let us not 
lose hope ; Deus providebit, God will provide ; let 
us trust ourselves to Him." 



2. Robbery and Murder 
There was much noise and bustle within the 
enclosure of Highminster. All the buildings with 
the exception of the convent proper overflowed 
with workingmen from north Italy. Some had 
brought their wives with them; these helped 
along when and where they could. Cooking was 
done in common in the yard; a big onion was 
the one invariable of their meagre dinners. Hav- 
ing dined, the more than hundred men rested 
their tired bodies for a short hour upon the 
grass. Especially noisy did the crowd become 
in the evening when after a toilsome day they 
returned to this place of peace and prayer. But, 
generally speaking, they were more peaceful than 
expected. No one dared to cause mischief to the 
convent or its inmates. The Cloister Church was 
again honored and venerated. On all Sundays 
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and holydays there was a Solemn Mass and ser- 
mon in Italian for the laborers, who thronged 
the church to its utmost capacity. A dozen 
among them, who had come from a village the in- 
habitants of which were instrument-makers, set 
to work constructing a crude organ by adding to 
and utilizing the pipes they found on hand ; soon 
a little serviceable instrument was ready for ac- 
companying the church-song. The fervor of the 
workingmen in attending Mass and receiving the 
Sacraments reconciled the nuns to what at first 
seemed an intolerable nuisance. 

A terrible thing happened next. — Sanders, the 
contractor, had agreed to construct the highway 
from the city to the village located in the rough, 
wooded upland. This was a difficult undertaking 
not only in view of the length of way but also on 
account of the roughness of the territory. The 
construction of dams, the cutting thru of 
roads, the blasting of rocks, the building of 
bridges, and before all else a manner of control- 
ling the impetuous mountain-streams, — these 
were some of the problems to be solved. Great 
judgment and ability were required. The con- 
tractor put up his office in the guest-chamber of 
the erstwhile convent ; his family remained in the 
city. 

Hewas in theoffice sittingat hisdesk, which was 
overcrowded with papers, geometrical and tech- 
nical plans and drawings, reading a letter. It was 
from his wife; after telling the little household 
news she concluded: "Dear Charles, our little 
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Rose prays for you fervently every day and 
shames me with her importunity that I do like- 
wise so that no accident befall you. Yes, dear 
husband, many an anxious hour do I pass because 
you are so far away from me. Indeed, it was a 
very special grace of God" — Sanders coughed 
when he read this — "that you received this large 
contract which will pay you so well ; however, I'm 
afraid of too much prosperity, we must pray that 
it may not turn our heads." 

Sanders put the letter aside, for there was a 
knocking at the door. Before calling "Come in," 
he put it in his pocket as if ashamed of it. Wenst- 
ing, a lusty young scientist who had just passed 
his technical examination in civil engineering, en- 
tered. With the manners of a society-man he 
greeted the contractor, in whose service and pay 
he stood. Scanning the pay-roll on the table rap- 
idly he remarked: "These Italians send piles of 
money across the boundary, a person might envy 
them." "Just as if you professionals did not 
earn six times as much," Sanders retorted. 
"That's not half of yours, boss, you will soon be 
a millionaire," the other answered. 

"If your bridge-piers are as sound as your as- 
sertion," Sanders rejoined, "they'll not endure 
unto the last day. No, young man, my condition 
is as yet far from your estimate, altho I am very 
well satisfied." He said this with great self-con- 
tentment and then continued : "I started without 
a cent as a poor mason-apprentice ; during winter 
when work ceased, I took up drawing and mathe- 
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matics ; at thirty years of age I passed my exam- 
ination and rose to become master-workman. 
With my promotion my habits changed ; without 
rest I devoted myself day and night to my work. 
Work has advanced me and brought me a for- 
tune, work is the joy of my life; work — yes, let 
me proclaim it, — it is, so to speak, my God." 
His wife's letter fell to the floor; it seemed to re- 
buke him; startled, he stooped to pick it up. 
"Yes, indeed, where there is no business, where 
there is no planning, there will you find decay, 
death — may God save me from that!" 

"All the same, chief, in spite of your restless 
work, you seem to continue in good health," 
Wensting flattered, "and to your credit be it said, 
your prospects are roseate. In a half-dozen 
years, counts and dukes will consider it an honor 
to have dined with you." — 

"Enough of this flattery!" Sanders remonstrat- 
ed, but by no means wholly displeased ; giving his 
hand to the young man, he added : "At all events, 
you'll always remain a welcome associate of 
mine!" 

A flash of triumphant joy shot from the restless 
eyes of Wensting; holding the hand of Sanders in 
both of his he thanked him effusively. He was 
about to say more, but suddenly stopped. A 
tumultuous noise was heard on the outside, people 
were massing toward the entrance. The crowds 
having divided, four men, followed by an officer 
and a couple of soldiers, were seen entering, car- 
rying a covered stretcher. 
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"An accident!" Sanders exclaimed. 

"No, a crime," said the young engineer, "don't 
you see the police?" 

The two went out and followed the litter-bear- 
ers and their burden to a room. They beheld the 
body of a well-dressed gentleman. 

Wensting almost collapsed when the pall was 
lifted. 

"You know the deceased?" sharply questioned 
the official. 

"Yes, coroner, if I am not mistaken, he is a 
countryman, of mine." 
"What is his name?" 
"Wensting, a namesake only." 
"Where was he last?" 
"In Frankfort." 
"In what capacity?" 
"As cashier." 
"For whom?" 

"For the firm Manzen & Sons." 

The eye of the official sparkled. "He must be 
that much-wanted cashier of said firm, who be- 
trothed the widow Franziska Born and then ac- 
cording to the warrant sworn out against him, 
absconded with her fortune of sixty thousand flor- 
ins." The officer referred to his book of warrants. 
"It is he," said the young man. "Fate has over- 
taken him, then," observed the coroner. "Search 
his clothes !" 

There was no money found upon his person. 
It was evident the thief had been robbed in turn 
and dispatched in the midst of his sins: he was 
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buried without ceremony. His murderer was 
caught three days after. He was an Italian la- 
borer. The Sunday before, lying in the woods, 
he noticed the stranger coming; watching, he ob- 
served the man in a thicket assorting and count- 
ing hrs money; thereupon he assaulted, slew and 
robbed him. So much the murderer confessed at 
once. No money, however, was found in his pos- 
session, and when questioned as to its wherea- 
bouts, he laughed defiantly, saying he would 
never tell. He was brought to trial and condemn- 
ed to death. Whether he would be executed or 
whether his sentence would be commuted, de- 
pended on the governor. For the meantime the 
murderer was locked in a heavily-barred room in 
the cellar of the convent guarded by three 
armed soldiers. This order was sent out from 
the court and was meant to intimidate the work- 
men. 

The prisoner did not fear death at first; when 
the subject was brought up he laughed and said : 
"They'll not behead me before they have the 
money. But I will reveal its hiding place only 
when they let me go home free and unharmed; 
but if they cut off my head, no one will ever learn 
the secret; this is certain, they'll never find the 
money." 

"Pity that the rack was discarded !" complain- 
ed the old judge, angry and not knowing what to 
do. "I assure you, a couple of thumbscrews would 
soon make the fellow confess. I deprecate our 
present-day humanity!" His lamentations were 
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useless, however; meanwhile the murderer had 
asked for an occupation, and his wish was com- 
plied with. A violin-maker from youth, he was 
permitted to mend the old instruments of the con- 
vent; accordingly, there was much hammering 
and scraping day after day in the cell of the con- 
demned. At night he tested his work, and then 
sounds were heard, wild and passionate, drawn 
from the best violin in the collection. Weirdly the 
mocking violin would break upon the hush of 
midnight when with satyric voice it screamed de- 
fiance thru the corridors and still more so 
when it rang out in duet to the sardonic laughter 
of the criminal. If the guardsman asked : "What 
was that you played?" he pressed the violin to his 
bosom and replied : "She is my betrothed, the 
confidante of all my thoughts and secrets ; I speak 
to her and she to me, — ha ha ! You ought to under- 
stand her, indeed you ought. But she reveals 
nothing ; she speaks a tongue no one understands. 
If you behead me, I am certain she will betray 
nothing." 

The man gave evidence neither of sorrow nor 
of faith. Gruffly and decidedly he repulsed the 
priest. Reminded of the days of his childhood, 
of his Christian home, of his First Communion, 
Enrico — that was his name — lowering his head, 
answered with the revolting words : "All that is 
past. I am a Carbonari and will die one. I know 
neither a God, nor an Eternity." To plead with 
him longer was useless, for then would he curse 
and blaspheme in a way so shocking as almost 
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to defile even his spiritual adviser. He was hard- 
ened. "This is the sin against the Holy Ghost," 
the terrified people remarked when informed of 
his impenitence; "he is damned already." 

The reprieve granted the prisoner to afford him 
time to make a confession, had expired, the sent- 
ence was confirmed and the day of execution fix- 
ed. Derisively grinning he looked out to the 
place where the preparations were being made. 
"It'll never come off," he muttered, "some one 
will rescue me ; my confederate is Mammon." 

Four days before the execution one of the 
guards heard a noise. This guard in his young 
days was a boundary sentry on duty against 
smugglers, and a man not to be trifled with. With 
loaded weapon he was instantly at the window ; 
one look apprised him the prisoner had escaped. 
The latter had but a few steps to make before 
hiding in the tangle of the convent park. 

"Halt! or I'll shoot!" the watchman threatened. 
With a laughing yell the fugitive leaped panther- 
like towards the thicket — a shot resounded, wak- 
ing up all the lodgers. Out in the park some one 
was convulsively biting the dust for a minute, 
then all was still. The shot of the old sentinel 
hit its mark. Upon going to investigate, the 
murderer was found dead upon the grass, pierced 
by a rifle-ball. 

Lord Mammon did not help him, on the con- 
trary, he slew him. 

The priest begged that the brain of the dead 
man be examined ; if it were proved it was def ec- 
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tive, the murderer could not then be held respon- 
sible. But no grounds for such hope were found. 
The doctors declared : "His brain was normal and 
healthy as that of any intelligent man ; no phy- 
sical signs of insanity could be detected." 

"It was sin, then, that had blinded him to com- 
mit such excesses," the priest remarked ; "woe to 
those who in robbing him of his faith, have his 
soul to answer for !" 

Without bell or book the criminal was buried 
next to the wall. A wild apple tree stood near 
by which began soon after to sicken and die ; the 
place where the unhallowed body lay was avoid- 
ed as if haunted. No one cared to finger the old 
violin which he had repaired and played. It was 
left in the cell with the tools with which he had 
cut thru the bars ; the room was locked, and the 
rusty key was hung out of sight. 

For many weeks thereafter the woods were 
searched, bloodhounds were employed, but to no 
purpose. The stolen money could not be found. 
The whole affair made a terrible impression upon 
the people and upon the Italians. The priest in- 
vited them to a service of atonement, upon which 
occasion he adjured them to love prayer and to 
hold to their Church, not to give up their holy 
faith, which is their one and highest good for time 
and eternity. He appealed to them in behalf of 
their immortal souls not to trifle with even a sin- 
gle passion no matter how small and harmless it 
may appear and in case they sinned to have 
immediate recourse to the sacraments. The ter- 
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rible tragedy just enacted gave power to his 
words, so that they sank deep into the hearts of 
old and young. 

3. The New Landlord of Highminster 
The construction of the highway took several 
years. Sanders resided permanently in the guest- 
rooms of the monastery ; thither the family came 
occasionally to visit him. After half a year the 
work-crew withdrew from the grounds to seek 
lodgings in villages nearer their work. Between 
the family of Sanders and the nuns there was 
quite a friendly relation. His wife was hap- 
py to converse with these pious women who could 
speak so consolingly and who prayed so much; 
as for little Rose, lovely and innocent, the only 
daughter of the rich contractor, she was a f avor* 
ite of the good dames from the very first. Wenst- 
ing, who was now a fullfledged engineer, lived 
with Sanders as before. He was the same as 
ever ; on the one hand, obliging, quick, and atten- 
tive to business, on the other, reserved, proud 
without Religion; he never stepped inside a 
church. After a while he was made general sup- 
ervisor of the whole work ; he was most efficient. 
Sanders believed him indispensable. Nor would 
it have surprised the latter if Wensting had ask- 
ed to become his partner and even his son-in-law. 
The suggestion would have pleased the father ; on 
account of his daughter's age, however, no en- 
gagement could be thought of for the present. In 
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any case, the question of marriage could wait. 
He was principally concerned about his flourish- 
ing business; his darling child was to be given 
Wensting only as a bonus, so to speak. He said 
nothing of his plans for the meantime but tried 
in every way to bind the engineer to himself. Just 
then it was that Wensting proposed to his chief 
to buy the convent with its gardens. 

"He'll surely get it, and at his own price," the 
Jewish speculators said ; "our people are not wel- 
come with the administration ; but Sanders, that 
fellow Sanders is fortune's favorite, the pet of the 
Ministers and Their Excellencies. He has but to 
say, I want Highminster, and he'll get it, and 
they'll make him a baron besides, and grant him a 
family escutcheon with a 'von' to his name. 
And what is more, he'll get the place cheap; 
of course, it isn't worth much, but for 
that reason he'll get it for little or noth- 
ing ; moreover, he can sell the estate any time to us 
at a profit, we'll pay well, we'll pay regally for 
the the old ruin. Do you, Mr. Engineer, see to it, 
there'll be money in it for us all, but you will pro- 
fit most and without danger or risk. Importune 
Mr. Sanders to buy it and then artfully influence 
him to sell it to us. What will your services be 
worth?" 

This was the manner in which the go-between 
broached the subject to the engineer, and the rea- 
son is evident why the latter in turn suggested 
the subject to his chief. 
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"What to do with it when it is bought, we'll 
see," the chief remarked ; "if the Jews find it 
worth while, so will I. It'll make a fine factory ; 
if not, I can sell it at any time." 

Wensting found it easy to persuade him to buy. 
Sanders always spent the winter in the Capital in 
great style. He thought his position demanded 
it and therefore minded neither the expense 
of high life nor the aversion to it of wife and 
child. But if it flattered the vain, weak man to 
live like a lord, it also blinded him to the danger 
into which his presumptuous extravagance was 
leading. So it happened one day, or rather one 
night, that under the stimulus of Champagne and 
at the urging of Wensting, he bought the old 
nunnery. The Government was glad to have 
found a purchaser. Five thousand florins were 
called for immediately, the other 55,000 were to 
be paid within five years all at once or in install- 
ments. 

A couple of days later when the Deed of Sale ar- 
rived and the purchase was completed, the new 
Lord of Highminster was sick abed with the gout, 
which attacked his knee and never again left it. 

The following spring still leaning upon his 
crutch when he presented himself to Prioress 
Gertrude and the assembled nuns as the owner of 
the cloister, she, in the name of the founder and 
of her Community, declared to him earnestly, that 
the sale and purchase were invalid and that only 
force would compel her to relinquish their right. 
"Nevertheless we will pray," she said, "that God 
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may withhold from you and yours the curse 
which invariably follows the alienation of Church 
property; you have always been considerate to- 
wards us and your family is dear to us." 

Sanders felt uncomfortable and wishing to mol- 
lify the nuns, said : "On my part I assure you 
things will remain as they have been. You will 
continue to live here, no one will interfere with 
you, and if permitted, I will be your protector 
and friend." 

"May I ask what you intend to do with the con- 
vent. If you convert it to secular use, we shall be 
compelled to leave," the prioress asserted. Sanders 
replied, reassuring them : "Venerable Sister, don't 
bother yourself, for the present there will be no 
change. I can spare the interest on the capital 
invested and therefore don't have to rush matters. 
No stranger will violate your enclosure, except- 
ing myself and my family; during the summer 
months we will use a wing of the building as 
dwelling." 

"We have no right to permit or to command," 
the prioress explained, "but may you be blessed 
while tarrying here." 

Everything was now settled as far as Sanders 
was concerned. He felt no scruples about posses- 
sing convent property; in the wing opposite that 
of the nuns he prepared a summer-house. His wife 
had followed the deal with anxiety. She dreaded 
the curse of ill-gotten goods, to avert which she 
did all in her power to safeguard the cloister soli- 
tude. Annually, in spring, after talking the mat- 
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ter over with her Confessor and the nuns, she 
came to the convent with her daughter. For her- 
self and little Rose it was a spiritual gain; she 
looked upon herself not as mistress but as a guest 
of the place. The little girl was much liked by 
the old dames. They taught her many accom- 
plishments, especially music. Sister Josepha, the 
youngest, started her on the violin and the organ ; 
she was free to roam and search thru the arch- 
ives and library, tho there was little enough to see 
or to find. This intimacy begot in time a deep and 
solid piety in the hearts of the usurper's wife 
and daughter. 

Five years had elapsed since the day of sale, 
when the time of trial was at hand : the payment 
could not be made. Since the purchase, Sanders 
was going backward financially, slowly at first, 
then faster and faster. He failed to meet a single 
installment, he was therefore facing the whole 
debt; how was he to pay it? His compliance with 
the promise that he would not convert Highmin- 
ster to secular use, left his purchase a dead invest- 
ment. Wensting, aware of the "chief's embarrass- 
ment, arranged that prospective buyers should 
call upon him — Jewish speculators who would use 
the building regardless of its rights and tradi- 
tions. Their offer, if he should accept, would be 
ample to save him. Sanders, much as he would 
have liked to spare the dames, knew of no other 
alternative and was about to yield. The wife and 
the daughter saw that he was much troubled; 
they and the nuns prayed fervently for him but 
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without suspecting the cause of his worry. 

It was late in summer on a Sunday afternoon. 
The sun had been scorching the earth for weeks. 
Sanders happened to look out of the window. 
What did he see? Sure as life there was Wensting 
accompanying two Israelitish speculators thru 
the park and the garden, showing them the walls, 
the grounds, the building, all of which they scan- 
ned and inspectedas if the property were theirs al- 
ready. The acrid fumes of a cigarette in the 
mouth of one of the fellows reached even to his 
window; the stranger threw the stump into the 
grass, and lighted a second one. Sanders unwill- 
ingly stepped back; when the unwelcome guests 
had left, the worried owner returned and for a 
quarter of an hour stood gazing on the park be- 
low. 

He started from his reverie. 

A dense smoke was arising from the garden 
thicket followed by bright flames ! The incautious 
smoker had evidently set the place afire. Sand- 
ers was down in a minute and gave the alarm; 
the few individuals in the vicinity strove to ex- 
tinguish the flames, which at first werev confin- 
ed to trees and bushes. To save the building, he 
assisted by a laborer, dug a trench and threw 
the earth upon the fire : this helped. He worked 
away with youthful ardor; suddenly near one 
of the wall abutments, he heard a jingling against 
the spade: he looked, they were gold pieces. A 
minute after, the smoke enveloped him and the 
treasure; a turn of the spade, a stamp of the 
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foot, and Sanders worked on as before, but he 
guarded the place even after the firemen arriv- 
ed. Within an hour the fire was extinguished, 
Sanders with exceptional solicitude, however, 
came down several times that night to look 
around. Accompanied by his St. Bernard dog 
he went over to the burned area and at the hour 
of midnight when all was quiet and safe, he un- 
covered his find. There were sixty thousand 
florins in gold and silver hidden away in a half- 
rotten tobacco chest. He had unearthed the mur- 
derer's treasure. 

Was he aware of it? 

Let that pass. He quieted his conscience in this 
way : "I am in need of just that amount to save 
the convent from the Jews and from total aliena- 
tion, to save the nuns from being thrown upon 
the world; no one claims the money at present, 
later on when I'm in condition to return it, I'll 
inquire after the owner; I'll use it simply as a 
loan." 

He paid his debt to the State accordingly and 
thereby became in fact the owner of Highminster. 
His luck had once more favored him. 

No one suspected anything. But often during 
still, sleepless nights he felt strangely uneasy; a 
presentiment began to harass him, namely, that 
the recollection of what he had just done would 
torture and pursue him to the end of his life. 
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4. The Real Heir 
The village of Dienstlingen was nine or ten 
miles distant from the nunnery. An old priest 
who was revered as a saint all the country round 
was resident there. He prayed over the sick that 
were brought to him and blessed them ; mothers 
with spoilt children received advice that was 
wonderfully clear and directive for parent and 
child ; parties in dispute appealed to him as last 
resort, and peace followed; rich and poor came 
to consult him about every concern of life. It was 
he who for many years had been Confessor to the 
dames of Highminster, who consoled and upheld 
the heroic sufferers during the long night of their 
trial and helped them to persevere. Attracted by 
his well known charity, it happened accordingly 
that a few years after the murder and robbery, 
a woman in the thirties came to the village with 
a beautiful boy just past school-age; their dress 
and manners proved them to be people of means 
and refinement. The widow asked to speak to 
the priest. As the story unfolded he understood, 
that she, Franziska Born, was the real victim of 
the absconding clerk who in his turn paid for 
his crime with the loss of the stolen goods and 
his life. Vanity had blinded her that she allowed 
herself to be so deceived by the cashier's 
gross flattery, his prepossessing exterior, his re- 
finement in speech and dress, his apparent candor, 
as to offer him her hand even against the dictates 
of her conscience. He had so won her confidence 
that she entrusted to him all her wealth, namely, 
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sixty thousand florins; with this money he fled 
and soon after was slain by an Italian. The 
money had disappeared. The unfortunate wo- 
man betrayed and robbed, having tried in every 
posssible way to make a living, had come to con- 
sult the holy priest, not only to be advised by 
him concerning her future but also, to be given a 
clew, as she hoped, to her lost fortune ; for since 
the murder had been committed in the vicinity, the 
treasure must be hid near by she argued. "As to 
finding your money you must leave that to God," 
the priest calmly and kindly responded; "surely 
He had a reason for depriving you of it : He who 
gave it took it, His name be blessed." He asked : 
"Does anyone know about this?" 

"No one but the court," she replied, "not even 
my son. From shame I dared not make it public. 
People did not know what my fortune was. After 
having left the city in which I had come so woe- 
fully to grief, no one bothered about me, especial- 
ly since I had never been compelled to beg," she 
concluded weeping. 

"Have you forgiven the murdered man who be- 
trayed you?" the spiritual adviser asked. 

She hesitated: "Yes — but," and then with an 
effort, "I wish to state that I now forgive him un- 
conditionally." 

<f Good, my child, only God knows what blessing 
this generous act will bring you ; it may be that 
for the present you are still too much attached to 
your fortune. Would it be possible for you to 
pray and wish that his soul might not be lost who 
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unlawfully possesses your money but that it might 
benefit him?" 

These words forced beads of perspiration from 
her brow. "O Lord — oh, I cannot do that," she 
struggled to say, her eyes ablaze ; "the money is 
mine and mine it must remain ; it is the purpose 
of my life to find it, it belongs to my child." 

The aged priest allowed her to finish, then he 
corrected : "You are beside the question. I would 
not lessen your rights by a jot or tittle, and if it 
is for your welfare I hope you will get all your 
money back. But do not seek it in so romantic 
and profane a way as to make its quest your life- 
work, else you will miss the real purpose of life." 
Speaking with sincerity and authority his words 

sank deep "It must be your prayer and wish 

that out of the injustice done you, God may draw 
forth good ; you must hope this even if you'll nev- 
er get your money back. You will have first claim 
to the good thus wrought. Have more faith ; have 
at least some trust in the living, personal, infinite- 
ly wise and good God." 

Madam Franziska inquired: "Is it not my 
sacred duty to try to regain for my son his inherit- 
ance; must I not provide for his happiness?" 

He answered: "The kingdom of God does not 
consist in eating and drinking, in comforts and 
worldly success, but rather in the cross, in suffer- 
ing, in sacrifice, in struggling even unto blood. 
Heaven must be merited; what does it profit a 
man to gain the whole world if he lose his soul? 
This trial was sent to you for a purpose ; it was 
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necessary for the salvation of your soul and that 
of your child; you must believe this, you must 
look at it in this way, and then you'll find resigna- 
tion and rest for your soul. And now see how all 
things work out," he concluded : "remain here, it 
is advisable for many reasons. My old school- 
master — his wife and children are dead a long 
time — cannot continue to board out as hitherto. 
He is still quite active, but he needs a home. You 
will manage the house for him; he is a man of 
honor, conscientious, and a true Christian. Only 
yesterday he was here complaining of his lone- 
liness and that the lack of all comfort and care 
was getting the better of him. God has sent you. 
You will look after the old teacher, he is my 
friend. You and your son will have board and 
lodging; your child could not be better provided 
for." 

Mrs. Born accepted. It is by no means im- 
probable that the tempter working upon her im- 
agination may have tried many times to make 
her dissatisfied with her lot in view to what her 
station had been ; she drove him off, however, by 
attending to her duties as well as possible; peace 
came to her again and happiness. "Now I know in- 
deed what peace means," she was often heard to 
say : "a peace the world cannot give." In the same 
tenor she spoke to her son when of a night he 
would nestle on her bosom and their souls were 
united as in one body: "O Felix, possess your 
soul in peace thru Sanctifying Grace, thru a life 
without passion and turmoil and slam the door 
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in the face of him who tries to make you dissatis- 
fied. The one maxim I would leave you for these 
evil days is this: May God keep you happy and 
contented in His grace and may you always see 
Him and His Providence in all things." Impress- 
ed with his mother's words, the boy with beam- 
ing, honest eye, avowed he would try all means 
to preserve this peace. So it happened that Lady 
Franziska forgot and stopped grieving about the 
money, for she began to realize that God was 
giving her then and there in her humble position, 
far beyond what she ever possessed in gold and 
silver. The capital which was hers now, no one 
could rob her of because it was secure in Grid. 

Years passed by. Felix grew and developed. He 
was of great service to the schoolmaster in looking 
after the boys and assisting him in many other 
ways. In time he apprenticed to a gardener in the 
city, but ever and anon he came to visit his mother 
and the old, loving, fatherly teacher. After two 
years the old gardener died suddenly and Felix, 
who was then seventeen, came to consult the aged 
priest about his future. He could not resist an 
impulse to become a teacher; in this profession, 
he said, he hoped to find his vocation for life and 
peace. He would endure hunger and cold, he 
would study day and night, be contented' with the 
smallest appointment, just so that he might spend 
his life for children. He would love them devot- 
edly and do his best to train them in learning and 
virtue. 
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Lovingly the holy priest looked at the youth 
and listened. The latter's face was aglow with 
enthusiasm when he heard that his wish was ap- 
proved of and that his ghostly father would as- 
sist him. His mother at first, was not so taken 
with his resolve, because at that time a teacher's 
position was not much thought of and but poor- 
ly paid. If Felix wants to study, then let him 
look to the Priesthood, she suggested. However, 
he begged till she consented. None was happier 
than the old schoolmaster. With best wishes he 
laid his hands in blessing upon the curly-headed 
youth, his favorite scholar, who gave promise of 
becoming a pillar to the Teaching Profession upon 
whom thousands of children and their elders 
would lean for spiritual support. 

The old pedagogue lost no time in preparing 
the young man for his vocation. First of all he 
had him repeat his past studies ; these were devel- 
oped and added to; the violin and piano were 
taken up ; in religion and history the priest gave 
assistance. 

The preliminaries over, Felix went to the city 
to place himself under a tried "Model Teacher," 
who would prepare him for the Teacher's College. 
Things were gotten ready: clothing, underwear, 
books ; but nothing more. 

"You've forgotten one thing," the priest ob- 
served, "the violin" — Felix had used the teacher's 
until now — "I know where to procure one. Take 
this letter with my regards to the Lady Prioress 
of Highminster, that is all. Surely there must be 
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at least one serviceable instrument among the 
many on hand and as it is for a good purpose, she 
will make you a present of it. If the worthy 
dames invite you to spend a few days at the 
cloister as a guest, accept the offer thankfully, 
maybe some day you can be of service to them in 
turn. Listen to them respectfully, they are full of 
the wisdom of God." He had an introduction to 
Mr. Sanders also, with a request included for the 
loan of the necessary money for a year's tuition 
at college. 

Felix started on his way, across hill and dale, 
toward the old convent. It was late in autumn, St. 
Martin-day past ; the raw wind blew cold from the 
hills which were already snow-covered. Sometimes 
he sank into the drifts knee-deep, at other times 
the twirling flakes threatened to bury him; but 
he was bubbling over with life. With a joyful 
song from powerful lungs he mocked both wind 
and weather, and with rapid gait approached 
Highminster, the goal for the moment, of his 
hopes. 

5. Felix at Highminster 

The nunnery with its maze of buildings loomed 
up in the distance. The sight affected the young 
man. How would he be received? Would he ob- 
tain in that place the help to enable him to re- 
alize his wish? Oh, that an angel appeared who 
would give to him, a stranger and pilgrim, the 
violin and the money necessiary ! 

He passed thru the portal into the quiet 
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enclosure a beggar, without the faintest idea, of 
course, that according to law, he was in reality 
the heir and owner of all before him. 
But hark ! — 

Sweet, clear, bell-like tones of a violin coming 
from an upper room, struck his ear. An exquisite 
piece was a-playing: so devotional, so mellow and 
yet with a sonority in the telling phrases so 
masterly and charming, that Pelix stood spell- 
bound in the snow, listening, listening. Would he 
ever be able to play like that! And what an in- 
strument ! How full and rich its tone ! Let my 
blessing precede me to the house which has greet- 
ed me in this manner. He looked around to see 
if the landlord were about. Above, at an open 
window, he beheld a vision of beauty , whether 
angel or maid he could not tell, — a head of golden 
hair wantoning in the November wind, a blooming 
face with sparkling eyes upraised, playing the 
violin. 

At last he went to the barred door and rang. As 
soon as the bell sounded the playing stopped. 
Felix stepped in and was shown into the parlor 
by one of the lay-sisters ; as he entered, he saw 
little Rose with the violin and noticed that her 
hair and shoulder-scarf were snow-flecked. "You 
are Mr. Felix," she said without further ado, 
"and have come to get the violin ; Father Confes- 
sor has already told us. The Lady Prioress will 
be here soon. Does the convent-violin sound 
fine?" she laughingly asked, showing the instru- 
ment. "I saw you coming and thought it nice if 
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your violin itself welcomed you to the nunnery." 
"It was you, then, that played !" Felix contrived 
to say in his astonishment, — and so beautifully 
and perfectly — and this is — this will be — my vio- 
lin?" "Yes, this is your violin," she laughed, "or 
rather it will be yours, for the prioress has said 
so : I would be very sorry: to lose it, if it were not 
to be devoted to so good a purpose." 

"But, Miss, I am satisfied with any instrument, 
keep this one and give me the next best." "No, no, 
the father has commended you so highly that 
none other will do. And do you know, it was I 
that discovered it. I would not rest until 
the murderer's cell was unlocked and the violin 
brought forth ; I strung it up then and played it 
into condition." 

"Now, now, Rosy," a woman's voice was heard 
to say ; it was the prioress coming behind the 
grating into the parlor. Rose withdrew some- 
what, and Felix was free to make known his re- 
quest. She told him that the violin which the Miss 
had just played, the best one in the house, was his. 
"It is true, a criminal had used it but what of 
that." 

"Since she, that guileless, lovely being has 
played upon it, surely it must be purged of all 
stain," Felix whispered to himself; audibly he 
said : "My only fear is that I'm not deserving of 
the instrument and, by the way, till I can do 
justice to it as Miss Rose, will be a long time off." 

"But your playing will be the more meritorious 
with God," the prioress remarked, "because it is 
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from a sense of duty ; she plays for pleasure only 
and to pass time." 

"Thank you!" said Rose with roguish humor, 
courtesying slightly to the Superioress. 

"Now take a bite to eat," Prioress Gertrude 
invited, "and then go over to Sanders to see what 
he will do." "Come with me right away," little 
Rose invited, "I'll introduce you to papa and 
mama." 

Altho the season had opened in the Capital 
some time back, the Family Sanders was still at 
Highminster. There was a reason for it. The old 
gentleman was ailing, and his finances had not 
bettered. Since the day of that ill-fated purchase 
his luck had fled in spite of all the prayers of the 
nuns. He felt uneasy, for it seemed that a curse 
blighted his ventures and prospects. It was the 
consciousness of guilt. His nights of suffering 
increased, his hair blanched more and more, and 
all the while the load on his heart became heavier. 
Then he began to question himself how this was 
to end ; was he to die with sixty thousand florins 
on his conscience or would he find a way to re- 
store the fund? Would he unbosom himself to his 
wife, or to the prioress, or to the holy priest, to 
be advised what he should do? He figured and 
figured again — if he made restitution, he would 
be the poorest of beggars. But to whom should 
restitution be made? No one knew the name or the 
address of the party robbed ; must he seek him out 
and by so doing incriminate himself? His vanity 
and seared conscience had placed him in an «aw- 
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f ul situation, he realized this ; but what tortured 
the sick man more than might readily be suspect- 
ed, was the dread reckoning God would hold him 
to. Such were his feelings on this particular day. 
His heart samk within him: with folded hands 
out from the depths of his soul he cried : "O merci- 
ful God, I acknowledge my misery and my crime 
and am sorry : wilt Thou forgive me ? Oh, help me, 
it will cost Thee nothing; pardon me, help me to 
make things right again! Show me in some way 
that Thou wishest not my death, then .will I try 
to do justice." 

The mercy and magnanimity of God is a thous- 
and times greater than we imagine. Some one 
knocked. Felix entered and presented the priest's 
letter to Mr. Sanders. The letter was an appeal to 
his well-known liberality to help the young as- 
pirant towards becoming a teacher. 

The gloomy face of the old man lighted up. 
"Thanks be to God, a thousand times!" he said, 
extending his hand to Felix; "God has sent you to 
me, there is no need to explain ; take my word for 
it, I'll bear the expense of your teacher's course 
from beginning to end." 

With an exclamation of joy little Rose thanked 
her father ; Felix could not contain his happiness. 
"May this holy house be blessed a hundred times 
over," he prayed. But what would the sequel 
have been if the real state of things had dawned 
upon either? 

Felix was invited to remain a few days. His 
time was spent partly with the Sanders family, 
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where he was soon at home ; partly with the ven- 
erable dames of the convent, from whom he re- 
ceived salutary advice and much interesting in- 
formation culled from their well-stocked minds 
which some day might serve him to good purpose. 
The youth who until now had been familiar with 
nothing but deprivation, care, poverty and lone- 
someness, lived as in a dream during these happy 
days so full of golden joy and peace, cloudless of 
passion or discord, during these days of real re- 
laxation for body and soul. After a week or so, 
enriched with a fine violin and a well-filled purse, 
he left Highminster. The parting was bitter 
and seemed like the snapping of many ties ; it 
was sweetened, however, by a hearty invitation 
from all concerned that he must come each year 
to spend a part of his vacation with them. 



6. The Rivals 

In the course of a few years Felix was made 
assistant and then successor to his old paternal 
friend, the schoolmaster of Dienstlingen. During 
his seminary course he became quite intimate 
with the Sanders. The best part of his vacation 
was his stay with them ; it was a time of mutual 
happiness for all. He always brought his violin 
along to please Rose, who wished to hear what 
progress he had made and then, too, because he 
wanted to play duets with her. When perform- 
ing together, Rose as first violinist had the privi- 
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lege of using the "Convent Violin;" Felix played 
on the next best. 

The only one who looked askance at Felix' 
visits was the engineer Wensting. Nor did he 
conceal his dislike. He considered the young man 
his rival for Rose's hand, and therefore he hated 
him. 

Indeed, he had made one attempt to crush 
Felix, but it was a pitiable failure. It happened 
in the notorious revolutionary year 1848 ; Wenst- 
ing had joined the Radicals. The latter sitting in 
a pleasure garden tipsied, bawled at the unsus- 
pecting teacher: "Wouldn't it be well for you and 
the pious 'parson' to permit yourselves to be put 
out of the way and under ground?" 

"What do you mean?" Felix calmly inquired. 

"Well then — I mean you don't suit our times. 
When liberty and enlightenment are at stake, 
hypocrites and ignoramuses are out of place." 

"What is your definition of liberty? of enlight- 
enment?" Felix asked the question in a manner 
so cool and deliberate that he impressd the listen- 
ers as by no means so narrow as Wensting would 
have them believe. 

^Catechize your schoolboys and not a sensible 
man!" the furious fellow screamed. 

"I'm only inquiring to see if you can teach me 
anything," was the response. 

"Go and ask your colleagues of the Grand- 
duchy of Baden, they are all wide awake pedago- 
gues; you're an innocent abroad compared with 
them." 
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"Mr. Wensting, my personality is not in ques- 
tion; moreover, it is for me to decide what I'll 
leave or what I'll take up and even if all the 
teachers of Baden are what you say — which, by 
the way, I do not believe — it would not concern 
me, I'm an honest Swabian." 

"A sneak you are, a parson's slave!" shouted 
the maddened Wensting, upon which Felix got 
up. The sodden man, afraid the athletic teach- 
er was getting ready to club him, drew his pis- 
tol. 

"Don't be afraid," said Felix, "I'm only pre- 
paring to quit your quarrelsome presence, that is 
all." 

"Twice, three times a coward !" the crazed man 
yelled, raising his pistol; the company arose to 
protect the teacher. "You are a dastard," the 
teacher retorted, "to threaten a defenseless man 
with a weapon because he is not a Radical like 
yourself. You craven poltroon, altho I would not 
stand the like provocation from anybody else, I 
will not hurt you because I notice that in your 
blind fury, you have forgotten to prime your 
pocket-toy." 

A roar of laughter followed ; the crowd was de- 
lighted with the taunting way Felix quashed the 
engineer. With a curse and quickly reaching in- 
to his pocket, Wensting put a cap on the pistol but 
a number of men immediately seized him, tore the 
weapon from his hand and pitched him into the 
street. Then addressing the professor they said : 
"Stay here awhile longer, the fellow might be 



Digitized by 



The Convent Violin 265 



lying in wait for you ; some of us will accompany 
you for security." 

Felix remained, and so it happened that casual- 
Jy the conversation turned upon the subject of the 
hatred of revolutionaries towards priests. It was 
a point many in the audience, tho otherwise 
favoring a radical propaganda, could neither un- 
derstand nor swallow. The schoolmaster could 
truthfully answer: "Simply because they hate 
and would like to destroy Religion. The holy 
priest told me again and again : Felix, the slaves 
of the world always give themselves away, no 
tmatter how secretly they plan. Hypocritically 
they avow : We have nothing to do with Religion, 
— and yet they ridicule and calumniate the priests 
upon every occasion. Just as if, for example, the 
farmer would say: We are glad to welcome De- 
mocracy, but if one of those Reds preaches it to us, 
we'll kill him! The Priesthood represents the 
Church. The unbeliever, because he hates the 
Church, must hate the priest. It was so from the 
beginning, it will continue so to the end." 

In this way the evening became instructive 
and good resulted from the evil. Felix on his 
part was now aware that he had a mortal enemy 
— Wensting. 

Wensting moved at once to play his principal 
card. He informed Sanders that in view of the 
many railroad projects with which the country 
was rife, he meant to go into the contracting 
business on his own account. The suggestion 
filled the chief with consternation. "If you leave 
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me, it will ruin my business; I'm sick and will 
always be sick; a technicist of your ability will 
be hard to find." Cunningly Wensting pleaded the 
necessity of starting a home for himself; if 
Sanders, however, could suggest a plan, he would 
listen. 

"How am I to understand you? I will agree to 
any condition to hold you. If I made you an equal 
partner — " 

Wensting replied it was not so much a matter 
of money; that he would be willing to remain if 
Rose were betrothed to him. 

This easy solution was a joyful surprise to 
Sanders. He knew that the man before him 
was an expert civil engineer, quick in business, 
"educated;" therefore he was convinced his 
daughter would be happy matched to him ; wheth- 
er there might be temperamental or religious ob- 
jections on her part he did not inquire. She'll 
grow accustomed to him, he argued. With the en- 
gineer as his associate he was sure to regain his 
financial footing. 

A few weeks later, his vacation at Highminster 
having expired, Felix was on the eve of returning 
to Dienstlingen. He was playing in the library 
when Rose entered. He had noticed that for 
some time past she was low-spirited ; tho anxious 
to know the reason, he dared not ask. After 
playing a duet or two, she stopped and said: 
"Dear friend, this probably is the last time We've 
played together." 
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Felix was frightened and gasped for an ex- 
planation ; looking at him plaintively, she told him 
that her father had promised her to Wensting. 

"What do you say?" the young man asked with 
beating heart. 

"I — I will probably have to consent. My father 
is terribly angered that I hesitate at all ; his fu- 
ture, his reputation, his very life depend upon my 
word." 

Her voice was choked with weeping. 

In their agitation the two did not notice an 
eavesdropper at the door ajar. 

"No one could force me against my conviction," 
Felix insisted. 

"Your father can't expect you to agree to a un- 
ion so revolting. At all events, I advise that you 
first learn something about the man personally 
before you commit yourself. When is the engage- 
ment to take place?" 

"In three days," sobbed the girl, — "I wish I 
would die." 

"Don't lose courage, 'between the cup and the 
lip there's many a slip.' As for me, it is better I 
don't come here again. Wensting is no friend of 
mine, he might make you rue my coming." 

"Oh ! the pity of it, I need you now more than 
ever — You have been a brother to me, — yea, and 
more than a brother." 

She stopped and begged : "You'll pray for me, 
wjll you not, that I'll not be made unhappy?" 

"Of course," Felix mumbled. 
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"And you, you will think of me — when I am 
gone?" he pleaded. 

During this colloquy she had been holding the 
"Convent Violin ;" placing it in position she struck 
a few sad chords and then said: "I'm with you 
whenever you take up this violin which first 
brought us together and made us sister and broth- 
er. Upon it I practiced many years, you learned 
upon it in the seminary, you play it at school, it is 
our common property. It reminds me of you, it 
will remind you of me." 

Rose touched the violin with her Hps. "It is 
a kiss of farewell," she said gravely, handing it 
to Felix. 

But before he could take hold of it, Wensting 
stormed into the room like a wild animal, and 
with his cane struck the violin to the stone floor 
and broke it. 

"You wretched imp!" exclaimed Felix, grasp- 
ing hold of the infuriated fellow, but Rose drew 
him off. Placing herself in front of Wensting she 
asked indigantly: "Mr. Wensting, pray, what 
business have you here?" 

"To interrupt two love enamored dolts !" he an- 
swered insolently. 

Death-like silence. 

The eyes of Felix and Rose met. 

That which until now had remained unspoken, 
what the two had felt and could not express — was 
given utterance to by a mortal enemy ; the eye of 
jealousy and hatred had descried what they now 
realized, that they were meant for each other. 
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Rose was the first to speak again : "Is this your 
manner towards me whose hand you are striving 
for ; this your behavior to me even before we are 
engaged? I am thankful!" She spoke clearly and 
in a matter-of-fact way. Instantly the woman 
within her had matured, she would decide her des- 
tiny herself. 

Wensting retorted impetuously: "Because I 
love you to madness, because I can suffer no one 
but myself to be with you, that's what brought 
me here." Crazy with passion he tried to drag 
her toward himself. The maiden repulsed him 
with disgust. "Mr. Wensting, leave me immed- 
iately !" she bade him, "your language is nauseat- 
ing. It is not love, it is superlative selfishness 
which speaks from your mouth, the passion of 
jealousy — go, and don't say another word !" 

Wensting, who was afraid the young man 
would interfere in behalf of Rose if he did not 
comply and that if worsted he would cut a sorry 
figure in the eyes of his intended, left the room 
grinding his teeth. Rose gathered the parts of 
the violin in her apron and giving Felix her hand 
said: "Go home in peace; I'll speak to papa right 
away, and I'll also have the violin fixed again if 
it is possible. We'll meet again, good-by !" 

Felix didn't know how he got home that night, 
so preoccupied was he with the thought : "Is it to 
such a fellow Rose is to be chained for life, with- 
out protection to be sacrificed to his base pas- 
sions ? Had I the means to redeem her from these 
bonds, how gladly would I free her and make her 
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happy as she deserves !" He pledged himself : "If 
it costs me all that I have to keep Rose from Wen- 
sting, yea, even if she will never be mine, Til 
pledge it, that I will stand by her to the end." 

7. The Violin's Secret 
Old Sanders had become a chronic sufferer; he 
was tortured day and night with the gout; the 
doctors were helpless. It was a trying time for 
him, to which, however, he owed the salvation of 
his soul. There is nothing will cleanse and re- 
form a man so quickly and thoroughly as suffer- 
ing; it is the common way to heaven for most 
men. He had finally made up his mind rather to 
impoverish himself than to endure any longer the 
remorse for his theft. But to whom should he 
make restitution? To make inquiry thru the 
courts would expose him. Anything but that. He 
wondered who the owner might be. No doubt 
some hardhearted fellow who would bring him 
to law, charge him with the interest to date, or 
one whose silence must be purchased with a heavy 
bribe ! 

"Oh! how heavy as lead drags the weight of 
even a single sin," he groaned many a time; 
"would that I could undo what has been done! 
Let me suffer all my life, 0 Lord, but deliver me 
from this sin !" 

His conscience in the meantime was urging: 
"Go to Confession, make a General Confession to 
the holy priest, consult him about your trouble, 
become reconciled to God." He was too faintheart- 
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ed for that. As soon as his temporal affairs were 
in order, then would he present himself at the 
holy tribunal. But who dares prescribe conditions 
to God? 

This torture of introspection was interrupt- 
ed by Rose. She came in upon him, her face 
flushed, her eyes aflame, her hands trembling, car- 
rying in her apron the broken violin. 

"What ails you, child?" the father asked 
frightened. "See here, papa," she said, laying 
the broken instrument on the mantel. The 
bridge was gone, the strings dangling from the 
head, the splendid maple back had sprung from 
its binding; the whole violin was split from top 
to bottom. Weeping, she related how Wensting 
had carried on and that never, never would she 
become his wife. 

The old man started with surprise — "Must I 
bear this also!" he loudly wailed. Kneeling be- 
fore him and tenderly embracing him she said: 
"Father, do you wish me to be unhappy all my 
life?" Receiving no answer, she continued: 
"Could you and would you force me to be joined 
to a man whom I dislike and to whom my heart 
can never, never belong?" 

"And why not? — surely you have not clandes- 
tinely — " "No, papa," she cut him off ; "Wensting 
himself was the one who opened my eyes to what 
until then I had not realized — that which I am 
come to tell you : Next to God my whole heart and 
all my good wishes and love are for you and ma- 
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ma" — "And next for the unfortunate school- 
master," the father added. 

"Yes, Felix is the one ; and hence I'm done with 
— Wensting; I would rather die than be his, even 
if I don't marry Felix." 

It cost Rose a great effort to make this confes- 
sion ; the ordeal over, she rushed out of the room 
to her mother, to vent her feelings by a fit of 
tears. 

Sanders was dazed. He would not have objected 
if under other circumstances his daughter, whom 
he loved dearly, were minded to marry a school- 
master, and Felix particularly, of whom he 
thought a great deal. But in his present state 
this was simply impossible ; for how would he then 
be able to right the injustice of which he was 
guilty. If Wensting left, then to make up the 
stolen amount, his only other alternative was to 
sell Highminster, in which case the instituition 
and its saintly inmates would become the prey of 
unfeeling and unscrupulous speculators. He saw 
no way out of the dilemma. With death threaten- 
ing his sin weighed him down. "Am I, then, des- 
tined to be eternally lost?" he sobbed, his heart 
almost bursting with groans, bitter and uncon- 
trollable. 

Looking up he beheld a sculptured master- 
piece representing the Sorrowful Mother. The 
picture at once nerved him to new life and inspir- 
ed him with confidence such as he had never felt 
toward the Blessed Mother of God. Whence came 
this hope? 
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He heard singing from the convent side; this 
soothed him. It was a choir of young girls whom 
the pious dames had taught. Readily did he re- 
cognize the familiar strains of a song which his 
daughter, too, had often sung, but which had 
never impressed him till now. In his unutterable 
misery the crushed man joined with contrite 
heart in the song of the innocent children : 

"Tender Mother, oh ! remember, 
No one knows on earth a place, 
Or a time of bleak December 
When or where he wanted grace, 
Who appealed to thy affection, 
Brought to thee his sins and fears : 
Welcome gave'st thou and protection 
Him, and love to stop his tears." 

Sick, suffering with the gout, he dragged him- 
self with heroic effort before the image and 
kneeling down prayed : "Blessed Mother, I prom- 
ise thee, to-morrow morning I will start for 
Dienstlingen to confess to the holy priest. The rest 
I must leaveto thee, thou Refugeof Sinners." Thus 
did he pray with all his heart. It happened, how- 
ever, that in supporting himself getting down 
and up, he pushed the broken violin from the 
mantel. In falling to the floor the back was 
completely detached from the body. In the up- 
turned part, behold, he saw the fraughted num- 
eral 60,000 ! Examining more closely, he detected 
some, writing. The script was Italian; io, 
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violino il bello, fedele al Enrico mio fratello 

were the concluding words. The name Enrico re- 
called the murderer. Sanders having some ac- 
quaintance with Italian began to decipher the 
writing hastily and excitedly with the help of a 
dictionary. Trembling all over, he detached the 
other half of the violin and with searching eyes 
examined it closely. His bosom heaved a sigh 
of unspeakable relief. 

Tears welled from his eyes upturned to the 
picture of the Blessed Mother. She had sent 
help ; in a wonderful manner he was saved from 
shame and ruin. Yonder the children sang the 
second stanza : 



"In life's battle did the fearful 
Ever call on thee in vain; 
Did the saint or sinner tearful 
Cry for help which never came? 
No, sweet Mother, we say truly 
Ne'er a prayer didst thou deny ; 
Oh, then will we praise thee duly 
Now and for eternity, 
Now and for eternity!" 



When, a quarter of an hour later, Wensting 
appeared in order to press his suit and blaming 
Rose, tried to excuse his misbehavior, he receiv- 
ed a very cool welcome indeed. The result was 
that he severed his relations with Sanders and 
left Highminster. Rose and her mother coming in 
shortly after found the father a changed man for 
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the better. His first question was: "Daughter, 
was not this violin found in the murderer's cell?" 

"Yes, papa, I've told you about it before; 
among others he repaired this one and played 
on it quite often." 

"And Felix' family name, is it not Born?" 

"Yes, certainly, papa!" 

"And his mother Franziska, is not her surname 
Born?" 

"Yes, but, papa — " 

"That'll do; you don't understand me to-day, 
you will to-morrow. I may tell you this much, 
however, even now, Mr. Wensting has left us; 
I am glad of it; I told him that you, my daughter, 
could choose as you pleased ; that if you married 
Felix Born, the schoolmaster, I would consider 
it very fortunate." 

The women sat speechless with happy surprise. 
The father concluded : "I have very important 
business for to-morrow; pray that I do it well." 

Before retiring for the night, the family said 
the holy Rosary. What better relief, what 
greater comfort in the time of sorrow, in the hour 
of trial, than a fervent prayer ! 

Next morning the Sanders' family drove to 
Dienstlingen. All went to Confession and to Holy 
Communion, after which Sanders had a long 
talk with the holy priest. He told him what he 
had done and then exhibited to him the reverse 
sides of the violin-back scribbled over with dog- 
gerel in Italian, of which the following is a free 
translation : 
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"I, sweet violin, 

Treasure me within, 

Secrets of my Enrico, 

Whom I've wed, come joy, come woe. 

'Twas within conventual close 

Buried he in deep repose, — 

'Guard my secret he enjoins' — 

Sixty thousand precious coins. 

Hard the fourth wall-pillar bye, 

If you seek, you'll gold espy. 

Ah, I know quite well the place 

E'en as the blood-flecked cashier's face. 

Served thee right, Franziska Born, 

Lovesick, thou wert easily shorn. 

Go seek thy hoard 'mong strange, 'mong kin, 

Mute is 'Rico's violin." 

While repairing it the criminal had written 
these words on the inside of the violin. If the 
jealousy of Wensting had not shattered it, never 
would the secret have been revealed. 

"At last, I know the real owner of the money ; 
I will now be able without scandal to right 
things," Sanders vowed, "for I am sure Felix and 
his mother are not so hardhearted as to expose me 
before court. I hope that after the disclosure he 
will still be determined to marry my daughter; 
in that case the affair will be hushed up. In any 
case, I trust the public will find out nothing." 

"Don't fear the least," the priest affirmed; 
"and let me tell you, moreover, it was not the 
"Violin Episode" that apprised me of the secret. 
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Why did you suffer your soul to languish in mis- 
ery all this while by putting off Confession? I 
have known the story of Mrs. Born a long time, 
and had you come to me I could have adjusted 
matters eight years ago. All this while you were 
staggering under this load of guilt! Indeed, there 
is wisdom in the text: Seek ye first the kingdom 
of God and his justice and all these things shall 
be added unto you !" 

The old man sighed. So simple and so true! 
How impressive looked to him that plain, short 
commandment about Confession! 

The priest advised him for the meantime to say 
nothing to anyone. Exuberantly happy, Sanders 
returned with his family to Highminster. The 
youth and maiden were in blissful content; now 
that Wensting was gone, Felix was invited to visit 
often at the cloister. 



8. The Judgment of God Brings Peace 
The evening he gave up his position with 
Sanders, Wensting went to the city. In one of 
the inns of the town he met and got into conver- 
sation with some students from a neighboring 
University. When they learned that he, too, at 
one time had been member of a corps, they asked 
his advice in reference to a duel in project. It 
was not to be a mock affair but a matter of life 
and death between an hereditary count and a 
swaggering bully. The contestants had been en- 
emies for a long time ; the immediate cause of 
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their mortal hatred was the insult on the part of 
one of an ear-box received, on part of the other, 
the dashing of a brimming glass into the face of 
the antagonist. They inquired of Wensting, who 
was familiar with the country for miles around, 
if he knew of a place where the duel might come 
off without interference. 

With a malicious look he answered at once: 
"Why, yes ; a very suitable place, gentlemen. Early 
to-morrow morning go to Highminster; thru 
a breach in the wall you can enter and settle 
your difference in the deserted park. The pious 
marms will not show themselves; the Sanders 
family, the only other inmates, will be in Dienst- 
lingen at the time. There will be no interfer- 
ence." The annoyance and the scandal of a 
bloody scene within the convent enclosure, 
would be taking handsome revenge upon the nuns 
and Sanders ; if, and it was by no means improb- 
able, the public might even suspect Rose as the 
cause of the encounter, so much the better would 
it please Wensting. 

The next morning, while Sanders and his 
family were on their way to the city, a clos- 
ed carriage was hastening to Highminster. 
The occupants slipped into the grounds unnotic- 
ed. In quick time the distance was marked off, 
the combatants divested themselves of their up- 
per-body clothes, the gleaming swords were 
drawn, the seconds laid the bandages by and took 
their places. The principals stood f acing each 
other. An effort was made to reconcile them ; the 
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count, strong and muscular, gruffly repulsed all 
peace-attempts; his opponent disdainfully smil- 
ed. An old servant of the nobleman kneeling be- 
fore him made a last attempt to dissuade him 
from the duel: "My lord, think of your mother!" 
he cried in despair — an abrupt command stopped 
all intermeddling. 

The duel began. Clanging, the blinking 
swords crossed while the eyes of the antagonists 
glinted with the hatred of hell. The count wield- 
ed his sword with all his might ; woe to his facer 
if even a single thrust reached its mark. But the 
opponent parried the blows and with devilish 
skill and mockery drew him on, the while saving 
his own strength. This tantalizing, incited the 
nobleman to highest fury; he lost control of him- 
self ; his gleaming weapon was upraised to come 
down with crushing force upon his enemy. This 
movement exactly, the latter was looking for. 
Quick as lightning, with all his reserve strength, 
his keen sword smote the count on his bared head 
and brought him to the earth, weltering in his 
blood. 

The young surgeon was beside him; one look 
and he turned to the victor excitedly: "Flee for 
your life; he is done for!" He then addressed 
the agonized servant of the count; "Look to it 
that the convent door is open; he is in no condi- 
tion to be moved any farther." 

Three hours later the man in his agony was 
lying in a room of the cloister. A second surgeon 
and a priest were sent for from the city — it was 
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the faithful servant who had called the priest; 
the dying nobleman had just time to receive the 
Last Sacraments; he forgave his slayer; and sob- 
bing "Oh, my mother !" died. So as not to attract 
too much attention the body guarded by some 
students and the servant, was left at the convent 
for the meantime. 

The priest having done what he could for the 
unfortunate count, went upstairs to break the 
news &s gently as possible to the nuns ; they were 
very much wrought up about the horrible affair. 

"Your Reverence, what did you say his name 
was?" the aged prioress asked with a strange 
look in her eye. 

"Hereditary Count Norbert V. Fiirstenstein, 
an only son. With him the name becomes ex- 
tinct ; it is an appalling misfortune for the fam- 
ily." 

The prioress folded her hands ; her eyes filled 
with tears as she spoke : 

"It was his grandfather who suppressed our 
convent. Lord, forgive and be merciful to him 
for the sake of Your Precious Blood I" 

To the sisters she said: "Let us pray much 
for the young lord. Where is he laid out?" 

"His body is where he died, in the little arch- 
ed ante-room to the kitchen," was the answer. 

"The very place," remarked the prioress, 
"where in former days, the poor, from twelve to 
one o'clock waited for and received their dinner. 
Such is the triumph of the world." 
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"And God's justice," the priest concluded. 

It were hard to conceive the consternation of 
the Sanders, when upon their return they saw 
a cordon of police holding back the crowd of mor- 
bid people from the convent and heard the par- 
ticulars of the tragedy. 

"Is there to be no end to the punishment upon 
this house and its inmates ; is the justice of -God 
steeled against all mercy?" the old man lament- 
ed. His faith replied: "God is just and merciful 
at the same time; his infinite wisdom knows how 
to blend the two for the benefit of those who 
fear Him." 

Sanders was to learn this, and in a wonderful 
way. The body of the count was removed at 
night and taken to his home. Two days later an 
old gentleman called upon Sanders; they talked 
together a long time. After the stranger had 
gone, Sanders kept to his room a while longer 
lost in thought. He got up then to call on the 
prioress. When he had finished with her, she in- 
vited her daughters to sing the Te Deum. He 
next informed his wife and daughter that he had 
sold the nunnery. Before they could question 
him, he continued : "The mother of the murdered 
count was so shocked that she swore she would 
immediately atone for the convent robbery, even 
if it cost her the last florin of her fortune. By 
special train the steward of her estates arrived, 
authorized to deal with me in the purchase of 
Highminster. Upon my condition that if sold it 
must not be used for any secular purpose, he as- 
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sured me the countess wished to buy it only for 
the purpose of giving it back to the Church. She 
promised to respect the rights of the nuns, and 
then as soon as possible in accord with their 
wishes and with the permission of Rome, to pre- 
sent the place to some one or other of the au- 
thorized Religious Orders of the Province. She 
hoped in this way to avert any further synal dis- 
aster which the just God might still have in store 
for her family because of their part in the dis- 
solution of the nunnery. 

"Thanks be to God !" Mrs. Sanders and her 
daughter exclaimed, "Now everything is right 
again." 

"What did she pay you for the place?" the wife 
eagerly asked. 

"I demanded what I paid for it, sixty thousand 
florins; the money will be at my call as soon as 
the papers of sale are made out. This will be 
your dowry, my child," said the father kissing 
Rose, "with the one condition that you marry 
Felix Born." 

"0 golden, darling papa," the blushing girl ju- 
bilated, "that is the best joke you ever made!" 

"I am very much in earnest," he replied 
significantly. 

Now did Sanders understand at last, that the 
fatal duel was at one and the same time a judg- 
ment of God upon the count and to himself a 
merciful dispensation which enabled him to wipe 
out his debt of guilt. What if he had known be- 
sides, that Divine Providence made the very hat- 
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red of Wensting contributive to this purpose ! For 
it was he who directed the duelists to the con- 
vent-park. Had the catastrophe taken place any- 
where else, the noble family of the count would 
never have thought by purchase to restore the 
church and cloister to a Religious Order and 
Sanders would still be in his pitiable condition. 
This is only another case which proves that God 
knows how to turn all things into blessings for 
those who love Him. 

Six weeks later, Felix and Rose were engaged. 
On that occasion Mr. Sanders handed Mrs. Born 
a document which testified that sixty thousand 
florins were willed to her son forthwith, even if 
the marriage never took place. 

Widow Franziska's face turned red with con- 
fusion. 

"Take it; it is with shame I acknowledge my 
past guilt and beg pardon," Sanders began, but 
Mrs. Born interrupted : "Mr. Sanders, I know it 

all Our priest is holy indeed and circumspect, 

but he forgot to destroy the parts of the violin. 
I found and with my Italian dictionary de- 
ciphered the script which I noticed on its in- 
verted sides. Moreover, several anonymous let- 
ters during the past week were sent me, no doubt 
from Wensting, which threw u/pon you a sus- 
picion of having my money. I destroyed the let- 
ters and had resigned my money into God's hands. 
Then, too, my son has received from you a 
treasure of a value incalculably greater: your 
daughter Rose, his happiness and fortune." 
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"What about the interest?" Sanders interject- 
ed, he didn't know what else to say. 

"The interest, likewise, has been paid in what 
you have done for Felix, when at the cost of much 
sacrifice on your part you helped him thru the 
seminary and on to his profession ; in this respect 
we are the debtors, not you." 

To sum it up, on this day everything was ex- 
plained, arranged and made right. 

Postlude 

A half century later. Time is the great heal- 
er of wounds; sufferings which are not self-in- 
flicted it will heal and transfigure, so that the 
soul in blissful peace oftentimes looks back upon 
what in the beginning seemed an unbearable evil. 
Felix could vouch for the truth of this. He was 
engaged in spring, he was to be married in au- 
tumn ; on Assumption eve, fair Rose, his bride-to- 
be, was dead in the coffin, a victim of quick con- 
sumption. She died gently like all virginal souls ; 
to see Felix sorrowing was her one regret; she 
comforted him till her voice was hushed in death. 

By her special request she was laid to rest in 
the convent garden next to where the lay-sisters 
are buried. There in the shadow of the Convent 
Church she awaits the last day. 

No one ever knew the torture Felix endured at 
that time. The old father, however, suffered as 
much and perhaps more, because shortly after 
burying his little Rose, his faithful wife was also 
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borne to the grave. He bore these fierce chastise- 
ments of God with resignation. After twelve long 
years of gout and dropsy death finally brought 
him relief. 

Mrs. Franziska took charge of the house of her 
son ; after a lapse of twenty years, she, too, went 
to her eternal rest. Felix never married. For 
certain reasons he left Dienstlingen and settled 
in a large, wholly Catholic town, where for 
thirty years to date he has lived happily as one 
can on earth. His vocation, his school, his chil- 
dren, — he has the very beginners in charge, — this 
is his work and sphere. A child he is at heart 
still and all for the children. Their pure, un- 
sullied, plastic hearts and souls are his glorious 
kingdom in which he feels at home and where he 
governs and regulates and works an untold 
amount of good. Each branch of study serves 
him as a means to raise the mind and heart of 
his children to God. When their guileless faces 
are upturned to him, alive with expectancy at 
what he, their dear teacher, is going to tell, wheth- 
er to teach or praise or blame or correct or advise ; 
when heart to heart, soul to soul, he is guiding 
them ; when he sees their love for him and their 
unbounded trust reflected in their countenances; 
when he finds them so in accord that they laugh 
or weep with him ; praise, bless and thank God as 
he suggests — then does it seem as if a ray from 
heaven shone into his heart filling it with peace 
and happiness. 
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Felix, the frail old schoolmaster, as years go 
by, is rising higher and higher in the estimation 
of priest and people and may look forward to 
an ever increasing reward in heaven. He is 
spending his life, quietly, unnoticed, without ex- 
citement, but doing an untold amount of good. 
The fervent wishes in his behalf of his old pred- 
ecessor land the holy priest, he has fully realiz- 
ed. And the whole secret of his success is this : 
he is a devoted Catholic teacher. 

He still possesses the "Convent Violin." To the 
upper body and sounding board which were in- 
tact, he had a maple back made and fitted on. He 
plays it in school and at home and treasures it 
as a remembrance of his deceased betrothed who 
on that winter day long ago, welcomed him from 
an upper window with its sweet voice. The sixty 
thousand florins he inherited from his mother 
were given to worthy objects. The fruit of this 
sacrifice are in evidence everywhere the country 
round and are garnering rich blessing for the 
giver. He laughs at the money-cares of the 
rich ; his needs are those of a hermit and there- 
fore is he happy as the day is long. 

As he has worked, he still works and will work 
to the end of his life. 

Once a year, in midsummer, during vacation 
he makes a journey. On the eve of Assumption- 
day, the aged man is found praying beside a 
sunken grave smothered with flowers, the grave 
of Rose, in the burial-ground of Highminster. Be- 
side the holy nuns, the last of whom has long 
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since been laid to rest, sleeps the virtuous bride 
of the teacher, imbedded in wild roses, Rose 
Sanders, awaiting the Resurrection. Of one 
thing he is assured: They shall meet again and 
be happy together in the bosom of their God for 
all eternity. 



Hazarding the Precious Gift of Faith 

1. The Landlady of Altenhall Essays to Instruct 
Her Pastor 

It was in the spring of the year, in the beauti- 
ful month of May, a long time ago. The birds 
were singing, the trees were abloom, the odor 
of flowers was stealing into the open windows of 
the rectory of Grassbach. But the priest re- 
garded not the beautiful day nor did she with 
whom he was in serious conference, the proprie- 
tress of the Alten estate. 

She was a woman of about forty-five, refined 
in bearing, correct and precise in speech and 
dressed with taste. With lustrous eyes and 
features fair and regular, her face was not want- 
ing in grace and attractions. She spoke slowly 
and deliberately, fully aware of the import of 
every sentence she uttered. 

"My husband dead these many years and no 
son to lean upon, it was no easy matter for me, 
Your Reverence, to bring up three daughters and 
at the same time look after the estate. Had God 
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not, so visibly blessed me, I would be a beggar to 
day. How thankful, then, ought I to be for hav- 
ing an opportunity of marrying Bertha to a very 
desirable party." 

The priest coughed and studied her, but said 
nothing. She continued: "Her suitor is not a 
man of position as yet, he is only an assistant at 
the University, but his mother told me the family 
had many relatives in the Capital and among the 
officials, so that it will be but a short time till her 
son Christian receives a full professorship. In 
the meantime, however, besides tutoring, he in- 
tends to write for a living, and hence there will 
be no necessity for him to draw upon the dowry 
of my daughter once they are married. Bertha 
on her part, will be introduced to a large, respect- 
able acquaintanceship on the husband's side, 
which will be of immense advantage to her later 
on as a mother of children; because to advance in 
life one must have relatives and acquaintances. 
Isn't that so, Reverend Father?" 

The Pastor smiled: "My dear woman, whence 
did you gain all this experience?" 

She looked at him somewhat confused. "If a 
person only thinks it over," she was quick to re- 
sume, "he can know and infer that much." 

"But you must first be familiar with the con- 
ditions," said the priest, "before you can infer 
anything from them; still, it makes little differ- 
ence how all this got into your head. Neverthe- 
less, it is figuring rather far ahead to speak of 
grandchildren and their influential uncles and 
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patrons, before your daughter is even betrothed. 
It seems to me that a mother who tries to secure 
for her children a good Catholic education may- 
leave the rest to God. If they are well educated, 
willing to work, to save, if they have acquired 
mastery over themselves, if they are religious and 
prize virtue and faith beyond all earthly goods, 
such children will be blessed by God and will suc- 
ceed; such children will also possess the proud 
consciousness that they owe their success to 
themselves alone, and not to the plans or patron- 
age of friends and strangers. This consciousness 
is worth a great deal, dear woman. Or would you 
prefer to be indebted to others for your hap- 
piness?" 

A rush of blood to her face showed that the 
pride of the Alten-widow had been touched. With 
less assurance she replied : "Yes — of course, Rev- 
erend Pastor, you are right, it is hardly time as 
yet to speak of such things. But this is no rea- 
son to drop the tutor." 

"How did you ever get acquainted with this 
tutor, or preceptor?" the priest inquired; "since 
Bertha doesn't even know what a preceptor is." 

"Indeed she does. Beyond odds it is preferable 
she marry a city-official than some petty or mid- 
dle-class farmer, especially nowadays. I've 
thought it over. Farm life is going backward, my 
child will be better off in the city." 

"Madam, your girls have been taught to work," 
the priest rejoined, "and I believe they will never 
be satisfied unless they have work enough to do. 
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Now, I ask you a second time, how did the tutor 
get to find his way to your farm?" 

"I don't exactly know; it was rather by chance 
and therefore I say, it was God who sent him." 

Taking a pinch of snuff, the priest remarked : 
"As to that we will suspend our judgment for a 
while. For all you know, God may have sent him 
for some other purpose than just to marry Bertha. 
Where does he come from and how and why did 
he call upon you instead upon your neighbor?" 

"Well, then, on a Sunday afternoon, a few 
weeks ago, he and his aunt were taking a walk 
over my lands ; they got tired and thirsty, the old 
lady particularly. They rested themselves and 
begged that I serve them a glass of milk. Then 
it was they told me how they happened to make 
this excursion; my girls also came to listen; the 
conversation thus begun led to other things and to 
general gossip." 

"And you of course permitted these strangers 
to exploit you and told them everything, from 
which information they concluded that Bertha 
was a very desirable party ; this is the key to the 
wonderful coincidence." 

"It was at least a happy coincidence," the 
mother insisted. "That is yet to be proven," cor- 
rected the priest. 

"What is the name of the preceptor and his 
aunt?" 

With evident satisfaction she handed him their 
cards. 
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"Christian Frederic Neblein, Ph. D. Precep- 
tor," he read on the one card, on the other "Louise 
Gotliebin Sauer, Clergyman's Relict." 

"These are the names !" said the priest, focus- 
ing upon the widow a look searching and severe 
so that she inadvertently turned her head. "A 
Protestant husband you have chosen for Bertha, 
you wish her to be a party in a mixed marriage ?" 

He got up slowly and went to the window to 
look at the church, from the choir-windows of 
which the light from the tabernacle lamp was 
beaming. He turned round and again faced her 
gravely and sadly: "Woman, I have been here 
now as pastor thirty-six years, and all this while 
the parish was free from mixed marriages. I had 
hoped never in all my life to be obliged to meddle 
with them because in those places where they are 
common they are also generally denounced. The 
last place, however, in which I expected the un- 
hallowed innovation to originate, was in your an- 
cestral home; I thought it simply impossible, do 
you understand?" 

Frightened she looked at her pastor. Was it he 
that spoke? his voice was so changed, so admon- 
itory and fear-inspiring. The aspect of her case 
had changed suddenly. 

"I've told you already, Reverend Father," ven- 
tured the lady in reply, shamefaced, with eyes 
cast down, "how difficult it is for a widow with 
none but daughters on her hand, to marry them 
off. In view of the tutor's large circle of friends 
at the Capital and his fair prospects, Bertha 
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would be secured for life. Moreover, it was not 1 
sought out the bridegroom or his family." 

"But they sought you out, your money, your 
estate, your decent daughter," the old priest re- 
plied with emphasis. "Believe me, this casual 
visit of the two strangers was not a dispensation 
from above but from below. There are people 
who keep a record of our farms, of our posses- 
sions, of our sons and daughters, of our debts and 
credits. When an unusual chance or bargain 
shows among us, then, as if by chance, their 
agent in the guise of a renter or buyer appears, 
— or maybe even a preceptor accompanied or un- 
accompanied by an aunt. — " 

"What's that, Reverend Father, why that's 
something impossible to believe!" the widow ex- 
claimed. "But granting it, we don't intend to 
change, we'll remain what we are. I have al- 
ready determined that if it come to pass, Bertha 
must be married according to the rites of the 
Church. We have been living up to our faith and 
we intend to do so in future in accordance with 
the traditions of our family, I pledge this, Rev- 
erend Pastor!" 

"My dear woman," argued the priest, "I re- 
spect your good will and I respect the Catholic 
life such as hitherto has been in evidence among 
your people. From time past reckoning Alten- 
hall has been an example to the parish, and its 
pride. The members of your family have al- 
ways been model Catholics, foremost in business, 
foremost in practical faith; but it is not our 
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privilege to live upon the good name of our ances- 
try, we have to prepare and shape a record of our 
own for the future. You, however, are prepared 
to break with the past and to discredit the future. 
A marriage that is mixed is never a perfect but 
only a tolerated one. The Church does not ap- 
prove of such unions; at best and under certain 
conditions, she merely does not forbid them. The 
sects and denominations think and act similarly. 
From you last of all did I expect this. From your 
house what an example this will be for the parish ! 
It is a matter so serious that I beg you think it 
over." 

"In spite of all, we must look for it sooner or 
later," she muttered in an undertone, "for some 
one to introduce mixed marriages?" 

The priest stepped back astounded. "Do you say 
it must come to this? Who has convinced you of 
this 'must/ woman? I hardly know you any 
more! Must it, then, really come to this that 
Catholics against the prayer and warning of their 
Church enter mixed marriages? Where did you 
learn that? Don't you know that he who intro- 
duces an innovation is more guilty than he who 
adopts it? Do you believe that the differences be- 
tween your Holy Church and the sects are of no 
consequence?" 

"No, Your Reverence," she replied, "excepting 
that such things are viewed differently nowadays 
than formerly." 

"Nowadays!" with a blending of gravity and 
holy anger the priest repeated, " 'Nowadays !' Do 
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you think that the Lord God of heaven and earth 
will fashion His commands to suit 'nowadays/ 
in order to make them agreeable to the will and 
whim of benighted men of this or any other age? 
Do you think the Infinite Wisdom is governed by 
the opinions and judgments of men, as you 
women are guided in dress and finery by the 
tailors and milliners of Paris? Can you imagine 
the sanctity and justice of God so to conform to 
the maxims of the world as, like them, totally to 
discount the claims of the Church and the dictates 
of conscience? No, dear woman, God is and will 
always be eternal and unchangeable. The sensible 
man striving for heaven will not expect God to 
conform to him, but he will conform himself to 
God. Such a one will stand by God and His 
Church even if he must stand alone. If a marriage 
is happy and the family is blest, and every mem- 
ber of it, whence does the blessing come? Whose 
blessing or curse is effective, that spoken by men 
or that pronounced by God? Then, too, did you 
ever inquire whether your matrimonial plan is 
agreeable to Bertha? Does she consent?" 

"My daughters have been well brought up/' 
she answered; "tho Bertha knows nothing about 
my plans and in fact is by no means eager to be 
married as yet, once she is informed of my will 
in her regard, she will obey, I am sure. A reput- 
able man of a good family, with a fine position, 
able to provide for her, what more could she ex- 
pect? Let them be married and after awhile as 
has happened in hundreds of cases, no matter 
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what their initial likes or dislikes may have been, 
they will get along first rate." 

"Or perhaps not, as in other hundreds of cases 
in which the parties were united by sordid 
speculation/' the priest interrupted. Getting up 
he spoke earnestly and with authority: "Madam, 
I have known you these many years but never as 
now. There must be some truth in the statement 
that women lose their heads entirely when there 
is a question of matrimony. You have made up 
your mind to involve your child in a mixed mar- 
riage, to introduce your family to a Protestant 
relationship, and nothing can dissuade you. You 
are deaf to all advice, even to the warning of your 
pastor. For the last time I admonish you solemn- 
ly! Until now your life has been blameless, and 
nobody could say anything against you. But 
you were not wholly free from pride and ambi- 
tion. Much that you did was done to elicit 
praise and to be considered faultless. You were 
not satisfied with your lot and aspired to a posi- 
tion above that of your neighbors. The tempter 
has found out your weak side and you have capit- 
ulated to him. It is not your purpose to obey the 
will of God but your own. Passion has blinded 
you. The hour of probation has struck, the time 
of trial has come; woman, be not deceived. Hold 
fast to your God and pray fervently that you pass 
thru it unscathed, or else — 99 

She got up and with her black eyes fastened 
on the priest asked him coldly and defiantly : "Or 
else, what will happen?" Some tremor in her 
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voice might have been noticed, for it was impos- 
sible totally to repress the agitation within her. 

"Or else," the priest adjured her, "the hap- 
piness of your child is sacrificed and yours in the 
bargain. Even the best of mixed marriages are 
hazardous and not without trials. How much more 
so, then, this one founded upon sordid pride; it 
requires no prophet to foretell what the result will 
be. Your daughter will be unhappy and you even 
more so because you are accountable for it all." 

"I am willing to shoulder the responsibility," 
the widow replied. It hurt her very much to 
hear the priest allude to her pride, which in truth 
was her predominant passion. "The more I 
study this match between Bertha and the tutor, 
the more am I determined she shall marry him 
and no other," she continued defiantly. 

"But if she is unwilling and has set her heart 
upon some one else?" the priest questioned iron- 
ically, going to his desk. 

"I dare him to show up !" she stubbornly inter- 
jected. Just then there was a knock at the door. 
The widow left abruptly. "Come in !" invited the 
priest. The son of a neighboring farmer respond- 
ed ; on coming in he was confused and surprised 
to see the Mistress of Altenhall leaving the rec- 
tory. 

"God bless you, George," the priest greeted, 
"what can I do for you? Is your mother ailing?" 

"No, Your Reverence, but father has met with 
an accident. He fell from the hayloft and is 
badly hurt; we beg that you attend him at once." 
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"In the name of heaven, is he conscious?" 
'Thank God, yes; his first request was to see 
Your Reverence." 
"I'll be there directly." 

Shortly after, the aged priest was on his way 
to the little farm in the Bottoms to administer the 
last rites of the Church to the unfortunate man. 
Two hours after the May Devotions were over, 
the Passing-Bell tolled, informing the parish 
that the farmer at the brook had dome with his 
agony and was dead. 

On his way home from the stricken house the 
taverner remarked to his neighbor about the de- 
ceased, of whose sudden death everybody was 
speaking: "He will have a large funeral; he was 
a decent man." 

The neighbor replied: "It will now be neces- 
sary for the elder to marry and take the farm in 
charge, amd George, the second, will have to look 
for a living elsewhere. He never did agree very 
well with his brother for some reason or an- 
other." 

"Perhaps he'll make a match hereabouts and 
have his own place; he is capable and upright." 

"The Alten widow ought to give him her old- 
est," the taverner observed; "he would oversee 
her place and would not then be obliged to em- 
igrate." 

The two men nodded to the suggestion. 

Strange to say, the same thought occurred to 
the widow upon meeting George las she was leav- 
ing the rectory, but she banished the thought 
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from her mind as beneath her. Her conscience, 
however, interposed : "Don't you see in this for- 
tuitous meeting the finger of God?" 

2. Old Melchior Tells a Story 

It was a few weeks later on a cold, stormy 
Sunday night in June. Within the well-kept 
manor house, two of the daughters were confab- 
bing with two of the maids ; old Melchior, one of 
the male servants was sitting next the stove smok- 
ing ; the other wias at the tavern ; the mother was 
visiting her prospective relatives in the city. 

The girls were playing "The Mill." "Melchior," 
said Bertha, the oldest daughter, "I wish to go 
to the chapel a minute, watch and see that my 
opponents play the game fair in my absence." 

The old man simply winked and grunted assent. 
After awhile he asked : "Girls, do any of you know 
if the Capuchins are not also going to visit our 
place? they're giving missions all around here." 
"Oho, Melchior wants a Capuchin for Confes- 
sion!" the sixteen-year-old Clara, the second 
daughter, teased. 

"What have you done, Melchior?" 

"Shut your gab," the old servant scolded ; "you 
better mind your own business. No, but I'd like 
to see one again." 

"Have you ever seen one?" Clara asked. 

"Surely, wasn't I one myself long ago !" he re- 
plied. 
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"Well, well, Melchior had been a Capuchin/' 
Clara and the girls laughed; "if it's only true. Oh, 
tell us about it, Melchior!" Instantly he was sur- 
rounded by the young people, eager to hear the 
story. 

"Strictly speaking, I was only employed by the 
Benedictines in Switzerland," he began. 

"Just a common servant, then, not a Pater 
with a beard?" Clara amended. 

"Of course, you goose ! they'll make a person a 
Pater with a beard as soon as he puts his nose 
into the monastery. Moreover, Saint Benedict 
did not command the fathers to wear beards." 

"But you said you were a Capuchin!" 

"What of it, anyone who goes to a monastery 
is a Capuchin; naturally, you don't understand 
that. If they'redressed black they 're Benedictines; 
if they're bearded and brown-mantled and have a 
handkerchief in their sleeve, they're Capuchins. 
The Benedictines are the most select and the 
oldest Religious among all the Capuchins, and 
among them I served." 

"Just see, Melchior knows more than a person 
would expect," the humorous Clara observed. 

"Yes, and perhaps I know something else you 
don't know," he added, watching Bertha thru 
the window hastening to the chapel. He said 
nothing more, however, but peacefully kept pull- 
ing away at his "Ulmer Bowl." The girls waited a 
minute for him to continue, then Clara stimulat- 
ed him thus: "Girls, Melchior is in his dotage, his 



Digitized by 



300 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



memory has failed him. He doesn't know any 
more." 

"You imp;" the angered servant replied, "in 
„ deed I know more ; a good story, too, the like you 
couldn't find even in the Sunday paper; and it's 
true, I was there!" 

"Dear Melchior, you'll tell us, please tell us, 
Melchior," Clara begged, patting and streaking 
the old man's cheeks in spite of the gray prick- 
ing bristles. 

"Well, then," he conceded, "but I must be let 
alone. None of you must move till I'm thru, none 
must get up, otherwise I'll lose my thread and 
forget it." 

"Tie us down," they exclaimed. "None of us 
will leave the room. Begin!" 

With a searching eye Melchior looked from 
one to the other, then he began: "I was born in 
the lake-district of Baden and am proud of it. 
As this was near the Swiss border, I was brought 
a boy to St. Maur : the abbot liked me for my 
obedience and piety and told me that some day 
no doubt, I'd become a good brother. Sure en- 
ough, this was about to happen when the Govern- 
ment inspired by the devil ordered the abbey and 
all other monasteries in the country to be suppres- 
sed. In order to possess themselves of the convent 
goods and money, the miserable officials accused 
the monks of being more wicked than them- 
selves, and so they drove the Benedictines out 
and boasted that by so doing they had saved the 
Swiss Confederation. I can see it as if it were 
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happening now: the fathers escorted by the 
militia, marching down the valley like our 
Savior surrounded by the soldiers in Gethsemane ; 
and how these wretches desecrated the monas- 
tery, acting like pigs in a sty. They threw the 
books out of the windows, spat on the sacred pic- 
tures and walked thru the church up to the very 
sanctuary with their hats on, God knows. They 
catechized the venerable abbot and the old fathers 
as if they were schoolboys and mocked and revil- 
ed them. The chalices, the monstrance and the 
sacred vessels they put into a sack and upon a 
wagon and after threatening the abbot that he re- 
veal the hiding place of imaginary hoards of 
money and valuables, they led him like a thief 
over the boundary. The holy abbot with a pale and 
sad face turned his gentle eyes once more upon 
the sacred places and when he saw that they were 
closing and barring the church and sealing it with 
mighty locks, he put his hands to his face and 
wept; and all the fathers likewise, God saw it. 
Among the scoundrels standing round laughing, 
there was one, I can see him yet, the wretch, 
with jaws like a cow and a beard like a goat. 
Ruthlessly the monks were driven out and from 
that day to this I have no respect for any Govern- 
ment whether in Switzerland or elsewhere. I 
was taught that all authority is from God and 
believed it. But since that time I trust no official 
any longer and nothing pleases me more than to 
hear them decried and execrated, especially those 
in Switzerland. What kind of Government is 
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that? To have been elected and appointed to help 
the good and crush the evil and then in such a 
way to illtreat Religious in their convents and 
monasteries, men and women who serve God day 
and night and their fellowmen at all times! 

"I ask, if they calumniate and persecute such, 
what is become of justice and liberty? I was so 
angry at the time that, with my fists clenched, I 
walked up to that fellow with the goatee to set- 
tle him, but the kind lord abbot took me by the 
hand and with and an angry eye said : 'Melchior, 
you were not worthy to have dwelt in the convent, 
if that is all the patience you have acquired. Do 
you also wish to add to my sorrow?' I'll never 
forget those words as long as I live. I kissed His 
Reverence's hand — they had robbed him of his 
abbatial ring and cross — and looked on with clos- 
ed mouth. But I wept for very anger till I shook 
and till my gall infected my nerves and my blood. 
All this happened at St. Maur, I'll never forget it, 
I'll stand witness to these facts on the last day. — 

"And now the light in my bowl is gone out," 
with these words he concluded his sad reminis- 
cences. "Come, Melchior, I'll light it for you," 
said Clara ; her humor had changed. "That must 
have been terrible; I certainly would have depriv- 
ed that frog-mouth of his goatee." 

"I don't doubt it," the old man grunted, pull- 
ing mightily at his pipe. "But the story isn't 
ended yet. The abbot obliged me to pray one 
Our Father every day for the scoundrels; now, 
doesn't that beat all? and I had to promise it, too. 
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What is the condition of the monastery to-day? 
Years ago one who had been at Mauri, told me. 
It is now an educational establishment; he went 
to look the place over but left immediately. Why? 
Girls, if one of you is ever taken to a hospital, 
sick, or a man becomes a soldier and is sent to the 
barracks, the person will find the air of the place 
very bad, but not half so corrupted as the air to- 
day in that suppressed monastery. Then I 
argued, if the physical atmosphere of the place 
is so foul, by inference, what must the spiritual 
condition of the inmates be? 

"One thing, however, I learnt which gave me 
pleasure ; you know, I staid with the expelled 
fathers one year longer thinking that we might 
again be united in a convent, but this was 
not to be. Well, one night I was in Basel 
with Father Isidore — this is also in Swit- 
zerland — when he read to me from the paper that 
the archplotter in the suppression of our mon- 
astery, who stood convicted of grand larceny in- 
volving twenty-five thousand francs, had fled. 
That same evening as the father and I were pass- 
ing a hotel in a hack, who was it hailed our driv- 
er? That very thief and scoundrel. I nudged the 
father ; he told me to keep quiet, because the 
fellow was accompanied to the buss by a young 
woman with a child of three or four years in her 
arm. It was his wife; she looked so beautiful, 
so sad, so pitiful, just like the Mother of God at 
the foot of the cross. The two entered the con- 
veyance. The father pledged me that I reveal 
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nothing of what I had seen. In this way he es- 
caped, and yet if we had but signaled the police, 
he would now be in the penitentiary." 

"And his poor wife with him," Clara added. 

"Afterwards I heard that they caught him, 
but that he again escaped leaving his wife and 
child in the lurch. They, of course, were inno- 
cent." 

"What happened to them?" the girls asked. 

"Nothing; no doubt they were ruined and died 
grief -stricken on account of his misdeeds ; for all 
I know, he may be a great mam in America to-day 
and perhaps even a member of the legislature." 

"The poor woman!" Clara sympathized,' "and 
the poor child! How old would they be now?" 

"This was in the year '42," Melchior said; 
"by this time, if they are still alive, the woman 
is old and decrepit, the child grown up." 

3. A Bitter Farewell 

During the telling of this story Bertha was in 
the chapel. This little chapel belonged to the es- 
tate and was held in high honor. Behind a wood- 
en grille stood the altar and above it hung the 
pictures of Our Lady, of St. Wendelin and St. 
Catherine; thruout the year, even in winter, a 
wreath or bouquet decorated the plain little 
altar. Once or twice annually Holy Mass 
wias permitted within its humble walls, on which 
occasions it could not hold the family and all the 
help of the Alten-manor. All Saints' Day and 
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Corpus Christi were the chapel's gala days. Un- 
der its roof overshadowed by the branches of 
two mighty beech-trees, the last of the three 
processional stations was set up. As part of the 
ancestral home for a hundred years and more, 
who could tell the number of rosaries and pray- 
ers uttered within its precincts esipecially on Sun- 
day and holyday afternoons; prayers sent to 
heaven of petition and of thanksgiving! 

The vicissitudes of proprietor and tenant, the 
fortune of the children and servants of the Alten- 
estate were interwoven with the history of this 
little House of God whose gable-end peering 
thru the protecting beeches, smiled a bless- 
ing on the fields and its inhabitants. 

Thither did Bertha the past week resort many, 
many times to pray and to confide her sorrows to 
God. Thither did she come to-day in spite of 
wind and weather to pray and at the cost of 
much suffering to keep an appointment with 
George. 

George, the second son of the ill-fated farmer, 
had begged earnestly for this interview, and she 
could not refuse him. They had known each 
other from childhood, they had always been 
friends, and this friendship had ripened to love. 
The mother was awiare of it; she neither encour- 
aged nor discouraged the twain, altho not over- 
ly pleased with the quiet ways and paltry fortune 
of George. From the day, however, the preceptor, 
the clergyman's son, appeared, she declared em- 
phatically that she would never give Bertha as 
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bride to a petty farmer's son ; to one who could 
not acquire the estate or if he did would be 
bankrupt in a few years. 

With the fervor of despair Bertha tried to 
change her mother's mind, but it was useless. 
The maiden having informed George of the state 
of affairs he approached her mother openly 
and honestly for Bertha before she had as yet 
been pledged to the newcomer. Ere the daugh- 
ter had time to exchange a word with George the 
blinded mother summoned her to appear ; she re- 
iterated that never would she consent to her 
marrying George ; that if in spite of her prohibi- 
tion and agiainst her will she offered him her 
hand, she would curse and disinherit her. On 
the other hand, she spoke to Bertha, who was 
clinging lovingly to her, about the new suitor, 
in a way so enticing and conciliatory that the 
daughter tearfully promised to yield her wishes 
to those of her mother. Solemnly she pledged 
herself. 

The hour had come to comply with the first 
part of her promise, mamely, to break once and 
forever with George. For this purpose she had 
agreed to the present appointment. 

She could see the lithe, tall form of George 
from the distance, awaiting her at the chaipel. 
Coming up she greeted him and said: "Let us 
go in and pray first." 

Bertha knelt at her usual place in front of the 
grating, George tarried at the door. Both pray- 
ed. Outside the raim was pouring down in 
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floods and every now and then gusts of hail were 
rattling and threatening to crush in the windows ; 
the howling winds were in strange accord with 
the music of the mighty trees. The chapel was 
somber and still. At last she had done. Slowly 
she signed herself with the Cross and then ac- 
companied by George she went to the belfry. 

Bertha began, she finished quickly ; then with a 
gentle and determined voice, but not daring to 
look him in the face, she said: "Now, then, let 
us say good-by." 

Not receiving an immediate answer she add- 
ed : "Mother told me and she told you the same 
that she will never consent to a marriage be- 
tween us." 

"Yes, she told me that because some one had 
talked her into patronizing a stranger," George 
replied; "she will make you, herself and me un- 
happy; she is not the same woman any more; 
the veritable devil has taken possession of her." 

"George, she is my mother!" Bertha quickly 
interposed. "If you speak in this way, I'll leave." 

"Is it astonishing if I do not know what I'm 
saying; how could she expect such a sacrifice 
from the two of us?" he said. 

"George, life is not what it seems or what we 
suppose. How many young people have entered 
matrimony as they would enter heaven and 
found unhappiness before long. We are of an 
age when we ought to be guided by reason and 
not by imagination." 
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"Bertha, the words you are speaking now are 
not yours but your mother's. Your heart will 
never convince you that you would have been un- 
happy with me." 

"But if I follow my mother I obey the Fourth 
Commandment ; moreover, without her permission 
I could do nothing." 

"You have always kept the Fourth Command- 
ment, but if you think that the law in command- 
ing you to love and obey your mother also obliges 
you for her sake to make yourself and me un- 
happy, to marry a non-Catholic and scandalize 
the whole parish, you are grievously wrong. 
Tell me honestly before God: Am I not dearer 
to you than that urbanite?" 

Bertha dropped her head. 

George continued: "You need not answer, I 
know it." 

"But, George, what could I do since mother 
persists in forbidding our union?" 

"What should you do? Act according to your 
free will! Or have you none? Can't you tell your 
mother: 'You don't want George, I on my part 
don't want that Protestant stranger!' Can't you 
say: 'My faith is opposed to him, my heart also!' 
Can anyone force you? No indeed; you are doing 
wrong in permitting yourself to be drawn into 
such a marriage. O Bertha, assert your right at 
least to follow your conscience and I will be half- 
comforted." 

"It is too late, George," the girl sighed; 
"mother has already arranged everything. Next 
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Sunday I am to be betrothed. I can't go back on 
my word ; I have promised to comply." 

The young man almost petrified with astonish- 
ment and grief looked at her with dilated eyes, 
with blanched face, his hands clasped in despair. 

Seeing him in this condition the girl wept and 
said : "George, you know I would have preferred 
you to any other, but it was not to be ; I fought 
to possess you, I rebelled against the other with 
all my strength ; it seems to me it is not the will 
of God that we be married." With folded hands 
she pleaded : "George, do not stare at me that 
way, compose yourself and forgive me, let us part 
in friendship, do not further lacerate my heart. 
When you speak, your side seems right to me, 
when in turn, mother speaks, she seems to have 
the right on hers ; come, give me your hand, fare 
well, and may you be happy with some other 
girl." 

George gruffly retorted : "Please, spare me that 
mockery." 

Taking the now distracted girl by the hand, he 
led her back into the chapel and up to the very 
altar where he prayed aloud: "As true as there 
is a God in heaven, as true as that I wish to be 
saved, so true is it that you were intended for 
me. We were destined for each other to lead a 
good Christian life in this world. May I lose my 
soul if I ever thought of you in a way not honest; 
in seeking you I wanted only what was good and 
right. Therefore do I now declare before God, 
that I will not relinquish you. Thru lies and de- 
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ception you were forcibly snatched from me by 
wicked and designing people; in the presence of 
God I accuse them and bewail my ruined life. If 
God is just, He will never permit that you be hap- 
py with a stranger who must be forever alien to 
you. I wish you no harm, I wish you only hap- 
piness ; but God will prove to you and still more 
to your mother, how foolishly and unjustly you 
have acted !" 

Bertha was sobbing aloud. "Oh, that I might 
die this very moment! George, I beseech you, 
cease, you are breaking my heart; go, go, leave 
me; God bless you a thousand times! Good-by — 
it had to be !" 

"It had to be— it had not to be," George added. 
"Well, then, good-by, Bertha; may you be hap- 
py as far as possible; in the bosom of that non- 
Catholic home look to it that you may at least 
save your soul. God grant that we meet again in 
heaven." 

A flash of lightning illuminated the somber 
chapel, a clap of thunder followed. George was 
already outside, on his way thru the fields, home- 
wards. "George, George!" Bertha called, "wait 
here till the storm has passed !" 

He seemed not to hear and was soon lost in the 
fog and the rain ; Bertha raised her hands in an- 
guish to the picture of the Madonna and sank 
fainting at the altar-grille. It was now quite 
dark in the little sanctuary. 
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4. Clara's Suitor: No. One 

Years have elapsed. Bertha was now Mrs. Neb- 
lein. The engagement and wedding took place on 
the parental farm after which the couple left 
for the city ; since then they have twice changed 
their home ; at (present they reside in a large al- 
most wholly Protestant town. They have two 
children, a lovely girl and a boy. On the occasion 
of her rare visits to her mother, Bertha never 
appears in the village excepting to go to Mass. 
She has become serious and has aged much. 
Whether she lives ha>ppily or not with her hus- 
band no one knows. He looks a sullen recluse: 
pale, with angular features, dark deep-socketed 
eyes, his head and broad mouth and chin covered 
with a wealth of raven hair. 

The mother, too, is very curt if asked how her 
daughter is getting on. She had never again 
called at the priest's house. It were well she had 
done so in order to be advised by her experienc- 
ed pastor. 

Had old Melchior been less reticent, the vil- 
lagers might have gleaned a great deal of how 
affairs stood at Altenhall. The old servant, how- 
ever, was never seen in the inn, — he had an in- 
herited aversion to taverns from his convent- 
days; — on Sunday afternoons he perambulated 
the woods and the fields of the estate alone and 
for company talked loud to himself. 

"I must give vent to my thoughts and open my 
mouth again," he was wont to say by way of in- 
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troduction; "at home, Mum! is the order. I can't 
help it, I must say what I think, I am like my 
mother, God rest her soul, and she had a .sharp 
tongue. With a mouth like mine it is better a 
man stay away from the tavern and soliloquize 
in the beech grove, then there is no danger of a 
quarrel arising." 

Only the trees heard what the old man divulg- 
ed in bitter complaint about the strange visits 
paid the widow since Bertha's departure and of 
the doings at those times. 

"She is thoroughly bewitched," — the "she" in 
Melchior's vocabulary stood for his landlady — "or 
else she'd have done once and for all with that 
city crowd." This is his song, and its invariable 
refrain. 

Facing the silent trees he continued : "To think 
of having a quartet of such singular people in the 
house and right now, in the very spring of the 
year, to hinder me and others in what work must 
be done ! To have strangers at one's elbows so that 
a man can no longer breathe decently. That aunt 
among them has a face like Passion Week; they 
say she's rich and has a large millinery store; 
then, there's her nephew who runs the business 
for her; if he is not a heathen, all cannibals and 
Turks are good Christians ; and that little fellow 
so stiff and formal, you'd think he had a wooden 
leg; his eyes roaming about right and left are 
restless as a bad conscience; 'tis said he is a 
dauber or a painter." The only thing Melchior 
liked about this little dude was his quarrelsome- 
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ness with the nephew. There was a reason why 
these two chaps visited on the farm so often. The 
old aunt tried to capture Clara and her money 
for one of them by the same diplomacy with 
which she had secured Bertha for the Protestant 
tutor. In fact, all the visitors were non-Catholic. 
Just lately on a Sunday morning, while all the 
villagers were in church assisting at the Holy 
Sacrifice of the Mass, the aunt read something out 
of the Bible, and then all shouted a song which 
so excited the dogs in the yard they could hardly 
be restrained by their chains. "We can't say 
grace any more at meals without being stared at, 
or the Rosary Saturday nights. The strangers 
sit round like idiots and every now and then ask 
blandly why it is we Catholics must pray so much. 
A discussion about purgatory was ended in short 
order by the brave and telling replies of Clara, 
who had a sharp answer to every objection ; but 
her mother had nothing to say at all ; among the 
women she is like a pawn, they move her as they 
will. 

"She must be bewitched," old Melchior repeat- 
ed, and concluded: "I'm just anxious to see 
whether Clara will have to marry one of those 
dapper fellows and whether her money will also 
be lutheranized ; if that bold, big mouthed store- 
manager gets her, I have a trick in my mind for 
the engagement day, namely, to drop a hive of 
bees thru the venthole into the middle of the 
room, right into the lap of the dolorous-faced 
aunt, if possible. There is no real happy mar- 
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riage at the Hall any more since these strangers 
have taken possession of it ; the atmosphere of 
home is gone, and I (prefer to stay in the stable or 
in the kitchen. If the head-servant spends night 
after night in the tavern and is becoming more 
and more imbued with Socialism, they are to 
blame. 0 woman, you are bewitched! It was a 
terrible mistake you made when you giave good 
Bertha to them ; you will find out they'll not rest 
until they have your children and your estate and 
your stubborn self. — No, it can't go that far !" — he 
interrupted himself, 'God still rules!' — but all the 
same, she is bewitched." 

Let us indulge Melchior a little longer in his 
mouthing-excursdon and in the meantime take a 
look into Altenhall to see what grounds he has for 
his lamentations. 

In a room on the lower floor the young people 
are in company. The widow is in an upper, better 
room, secretly planning with the aunt. Clara in the 
full bloom of her maturity is sitting in the fore- 
part of the room near the window sewing intent- 
ly, while the two gentlemen from the city, the 
"nephew" who is bookkeeper and manager of the 
milliner's store, and the painter, are busying 
themselves as best they can. The former with 
his eye on Clara is talking incessantly; the lat- 
ter sits brooding, looking down into the yard. 

"Miss Clara, you wouldn't believe," the book- 
keeper began, "how bold and corrupted the work- 
men and even the working-women in the city are ; 
they're all Socialists." 



Digitized by 



Hazarding the Precious Gift of Faith 315 

"You are one of them yourself no doubt, when 
it suits you," she coolly remarked. 

The bookkeeper continued : "You'll permit me 
to, tell you a story. Just before beginning my 
vacation, a girl hardly twenty years of age came 
to me and asked for higher wages." 

"How much have you been paying her?" Clara 
inquired from curiosity. 

"A mark a day," he replied. (About twenty- 
four cents.) 

"What does she do?" 

"Well, she's by no means an unskilled worker ; 
my aunt, who is a good judge, rates her as one 
of her best hands. The girl fills the place of a 
first-class woman in making up toilets and head- 
gear." 

"Then a mark is not enough, even if you do 
board her." 

"Pray, Miss, we do not board and lodge our 
employees." 

"What, and then stint to a mark one of your 
best women!" Clara exclaimed. 

"Yes, but then she wasn't so expert when we 
first employed her ; we took her at sixteen years 
and taught her what she knows. Moreover, she is 
poor and to a poor girl a mark means more than 
to others and goes further. Nor did she ever 
complain about being underpaid." 

With growing astonishment Clara listened to 
the heartless principles of the bokkeeper land un- 
consciously moved away from him. With ap- 
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parent unconcern she asked: "What happened 
then?" 

Complacently taking a cigar from his silver 
case, he answered with a smile : "At first we were 
not a little surprised to see the girl coming to the 
desk and with a sanctimonious face ask aunt for 
a raise. Of course, my aunt does not permit any- 
one to dictate to her just so without more ado; 
she knows best when and where a raise is in or- 
der. Having apprised the girl of this and remind- 
ed her of all the benefits she had received from us, 
she was curtly told either to leave or to be satis- 
fied with her present wage. The saucy thing was 
not so easily intimidated ; she actually left to look 
for a new place. The other day she returned and 
after telling us that she had another position now 
which paid more, she resigned her place with us. 
I tell you, Miss Clara, my aunt was stupefied 
with anger and disappointment, and no wonder; 
the girl was one of our most skilful workers and 
therefore hard to replace. To another like her 
aunt would have to pay at least five marks a day, 
with a handsome Christmas present and other 
perquisites to boot." 

Clara burst out alaughing, whether because of 
the inanity of the speaker or the criminal crudity 
of the man's principles, she hardly knew. 

"Indeed, Miss, was it not ridiculous?" the book- 
keeper remarked. "After questioning the little 
goose, we found out that our bitterest competi- 
tor had engaged her at two marks a day ; surely a 
small enough salary for so deft a hand. This 
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was more than we could stand. My aunt, so lov- 
ing and gentle at all times, in a burst of uncon- 
trollable fury swore that the weekly savings 
which the girl had placed on deposit in the store 
would not be returned to her. But do you think 
this moved her? Not in the least. Many another 
had succumbed to this threat, but this brazen- 
face simply replied: 'I doubt if you can do that; 
I will bring the case before the Civil Courts !' To 
the Civil Courts, mind you ! From whom did she 
learn about the courts? What right has she, an 
ignorant girl, to know about them at all? And 
think of the harm she might have done us! To 
have testified before court that for three years 
we have employed her at one mark a day, would 
forever have disgraced and ruined us with our pa- 
trons and competitors. Especially so if the case 
were afterward rehearsed in the daily papers by 
those detestable correspondents who are present 
at every trial. My aunt would have died from 
shame and vexation. The more so for that we 
are rated as employers who treat our work- 
people in a fair, Christian manner." 

The narrator ceased in order to light another 
cigar. Clara impatiently asked: "How did it 
turn out for the girl?" 

"I can see your suspense?" he replied. "Listen 
now more closely than ever. At this stage of the 
story I stepped in and called a halt, in a calm 
way, too, and without law and publicity." 

"I am really curious to learn how," Clara in- 
quired with anxiety. 
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"You will be interested to hear how I can brow- 
beat a person when necessary. Threatened with 
the law, my aunt in helpless despair looked at me 
imploringly; instantly, like a second Moltke, I 
had a plan at hand. I overwhelmed the girl with 
all imaginable abuse as I would a mortal enemy, 
charged her with wicked deeds which I knew 
were untrue, until I had half-crazed her with 
anger and resentment and had thoroughly 
aroused within her a spirit of opposition ; then it 
was I said: My girl, you'll not get the hundred 
marks even if you appeal to Pontius Pilate, you'll 
not get them! She looked at me with astonish- 
ment : 'A hundred marks ! when did I ever ask for 
a hundred marks?' 

"Quickly I retorted : Did you not demand your 
savings' money? It is true, she had only fifty on 
deposit, but in this very fact the subtlety of my 
mind is apparent. Upon my statement she was 
led to beHeve that she really had a hundred 
marks in our keeping and therefore she loudly in- 
sisted : 'Yes, I want my money ; it's due me and I 
owe you nothing; unless you pay me my hundred 
marks, I'll go to court and then the public will 
find out how you illtreat your employees.' 

"With simulated rage I screamed at her : Will 
you take that back at once, the while I rang up 
our forelady; just as the latter entered, the girl 
excited to the highest pitch called out: 'Either 
you'll give me my hundred marks or I'll divulge 
all I know before court!' 
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"Did you hear that? I asked the forelady; she 
admitted having heard it and is a witness for 
me; I sent her back. Turning upon the exasper- 
ated woman I blustered : Now, then, I don't have 
to await your suit, but I on my part will have you 
arrested for blackmail. For demanding twice 
your due you are guilty and sure as you're 
standing there you'll be locked up for a month or 
more. Leave the place as quickly as you can!" 

Clara unwittingly pressed her hands against 
her heart. Her eyes were ablaze, her pulse 
throbbed rapidly with indignation. 

The narrator went on : "As a matter of course, 
the clamorous damsel subsided at the turn affairs 
had taken. One moment she looked as if she would 
fly at my face like a wild cat, the next moment 
with ringing hands she was bawling she had done 
nothing wrong; when I ordered her a second time 
to leave the store, she cast herself down before 
my aunt and prayed and begged for mercy, that 
she had always been a decent girl and that the 
disgrace of her arrest would break her mother's 
heart; rather than this she would relinquish all 
claim to her money. Ha! ha! that was a mellow 
speech : I had her now where I wanted. My aunt 
was finally pacified and forgave the girl all she 
had said and designed against us ; nay more, she 
was so much softened as to give her twenty marks 
of the fifty she had in saving with us. For this 
clemency, however, on the part of my aunt, the 
girl was obliged to sign a statement attesting that 
during the past year we had paid her one mark 
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eighty pennies a day. With this paper we can 
prove her a liar any time we choose with the man 
she is now employed, and we are secured. Didn't 
we step out of it fine? Wasn't that a neat piece of 
work on my part and don't you think I can hold 
my own in the world, eh?" 

Triumphantly looking at Clara he tried to seize 
her hand regardless of the painter who was still 
dreamingly looking out of the window. As if 
touched by a viper Clara sprang to her feet and in 
a spirit of uncontrollable disgust mocked him to 
his face: "Too bad you were not born a Jew: 
You vampire, you tyrant !" 

The painter roared so that the windows rat- 
tled. He held his sides laughing. "Good for you !" 
he exclaimed. "Excellent ; most excellent !" 

"I'll repeat it," she said exasperated, "you are 
the most heartless Jew within a circuit of a hun- 
dred miles, and any hundred Jews the worst to 
be found, would blush at your infamous treat- 
ment of the poor girl !" 

"Ah, then you are really not pleased there- 
with?" the bookkeeper stammered while the art- 
ist nigh choked with laughter. 

Claim replied: "Have you ever heard of a sin 
crying to heaven for vengeance?" 

"What do you mean to say?" 

"I mean to say that it is a sin not like others 
but a most heinous offense calling to heaven for 
vengeance, to deprive laborers and servants of all 
or part of their wages. This ds what we were 
taught in Catechism!" 
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"You forget that I am an Evangelical !" 

"If you had a conscience, you would have known 
this no matter what you are. You say you are a 
Gospelite ; was your action in accordance with the 
Gospel? One that does what you have done for 
the sake of money is not even a Christian. Shame 
on you! I wish I bad never seen you." The girl 
trembled with indignation. 

"Is that so?" said the squelched nephew, "then 
I might as well go !" 

"As far as I am concerned, the sooner the bet- 
ter," Clara answered. She got up and left the 
room. In the meantime he and the painter were 
tongue-lashing each other because the latter ceas- 
ed not his laughing and his "Good for you !" "You 
may as well give up your courtship in this 
place," he told the bookkeeper; "she hates you 
fiercely." 

"For what?" 

"She was ready to spit in your face; I observed 
her. To her very marrow she despises you. Had 
you used your eyes, you would have cut short that 
story of yours long before the end. Your bird 
has escaped." 

"If so, there is less promise that you'll capture 
her," the nephew jeered. 

Clara could not compose herself for a long time. 
She was agitated in body and soul. It was the 
first time in her life she had a look into "modern" 
business practices, and disgust and contempt were 
the result. Putting on her hat and scarf she went 
for a walk in the open, to be alone. 
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"Is it such a person they want me to marry!" 
she trembled as she spoke the words. "And yet 
how well-dressed and polite in his ways and how 
friendly, and so sympathetic in his talk! It's ter- 
rible!" 

Musing thus she walked on and without intend- 
ing it found herself at the chapel. She entered 
the House of God, but she could not pray ; she 
was too disturbed. Suddenly her control was 
gone, she gave way to her feelings and wept bit- 
terly. 

5. Clara's Suitor : No. Two 
She heard a walking on the outside. The 
painter appeared at the chapel door; she went out 
to see what he wanted. "You left without an 
umbrella in the face of a storm ; hear it thunder- 
ing! I came to bring you one. I'll not disturb you." 

Clara looked at the skies and then replied in- 
differently : "I thank you, but it wasn't necessary. 
It'll not be much of a rain. Moreover, I'm not 
in a hurry to return." 

He tried to ingratiate himself by saying: "You 
took the story of the seamstress too much to 
heart." 

"And yet the pity I feel for her," she replied, "is 
nothing to the contempt I have for those who ex- 
ploit their fellowmen in the manner of that con- 
scienceless nephew. I never thought such a thing 
possible, and least of all from a gentleman. Were 
I married to a man who would do such a thing, I 
would hate him." 
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"But, Clara, do you believe," the artist continu- 
ed, "that our big business men in the cities tell 
their wives these things? The wife of to-day knows 
little or nothing of how her husband earns his 
money or conducts his business. Nor dare she at- 
tempt to square his corrupt business maxims with 
moral apothegms or Christian principles, other- 
wise he'll tell her: 'That's my business solely, I 
wtant no intermeddling in these affairs. I lister 
to the sermon, I obey the law, that satisfies my 
conscience ; across my counter no one has a right 
to dictate to me. I try to make money whenever 
and wherever I can/ That is the way a modern 
business man trumps off his wife, so that she'll 
not interfere a second time." 

With hlands clasped Clara looked at the speak- 
er with astonishment. "Why, then it is possible 
for a righteous woman without any suspicion on 
her part to have for her husband a most unscru- 
pulous money-maker!" she exclaimed. "And this 
in spite of the fact that man and wife ought have 
no secrets between them, but should share in 
common, trials, work, hopes and fears. 

"Believe me, if thus restricted, I would reject 
marriage even with a millionaire." 

With undisguised admiration the painter listen- 
ed to the girl. "You're too roseate in your views ; 
how many Misses think as you do?" 

"All, all!" Clara cried out. 

The man threw away his cigar and laughed. 
"You are quite inexperienced yet," he said, "you 
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take the world for better than it is. Whence did 
you get these maxims and principles?" 

"Haven't you any?" she asked with consterna- 
tion. 

"I confess it openly, Clara, I have none, I be- 
lieve in none, I believe in nothing," he said with- 
out mincing words ; "but the bookkeeper wishes to 
convince you he is a professed Christian ; who is 
the more honest, he or I?" 

Clara smiled scornfully. "Don't mention his 
name; he is one who parades his Christianity 
Sundays and conceals it the balance of the week." 

The artist laughed and said: "You're right; I 
told him the same. Strictly speaking, he is no 
more a Christian than I am." 

"But surely you do not approve of his behavior 
toward the poor milliner." 

"No, indeed." 

"Then you have more conscience than he. How 
does it happen, then, that in spite of this you be- 
lieve in nothing?" 

A pause ensued. With an earnest look and 
somewhat touched he inquired : "Who taught you 
to believe and to pray?" 

Clara was surprised at the question. "I hard- 
ly know; as far back as I can remember, prayer 
was common at home. My father deceased ques- 
tioned us children in Catechism and Bible His- 
tory; mother and an old servant taught us our 
prayers and spoke to us of God at all times; 
everyone in the house iprayed ; then, there was the 
example and the teiaching of the priest and of the 
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teacher; in fact, the whole village and the country 
round prayed and believed and lived in this way." 

"Of course, you are Christians and from in- 
fancy have been brought up Christians," he mur- 
mured. "It was not so in my case." 

Clara looked at him with pity. He continued : 
"Don't you think if I had had a mother to fold my 
hands and who upon her lap had taught me to 
pnay to God, that I, too, would have grown up in 
piety, goodness and innocence? That I, too, 
would have imbibed and forever have treasured 
these beautiful desires and truths?" 

"Did you not have these advantages in child- 
hood?" Clara ventured to ask. 

"No, for I knew neither a mother nor a father," 
was the pitiful response. 

"They deserted me when I was three years 
old ; whether they are dead or still living, I don't 
know. Some one found me and gave me shelter 
— pity, I was not left to freeze and starve to 
death, it would probably have been for the bet- 
ter. As to my body, I was cared for, but as to my 
soul, I was allowed to famish. No one loved me, 
no one was kind to me. At my Confirmation by 
the preacher, I resolved to live a real Christian, 
but I found nothing in my belief to comfort or 
satisfy me. Hence I soon lost my faith, — when 
or where I don't exactly know, nor does it grieve 
me deeply, — I didn't lose much. But this I know, 
even at this late day, if my darling mother still 
lived and I found her, and she enclosed me in her 
arms and I were permitted to rest my head upon 



Digitized by Google 



326 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



her bosom, if then she would tell me of God and 
lead me to church, I would be unspeakably happy ; 
obedient as a child, I would ipray, I would believe, 
I would find peace for my soul." 
Clara's eyes were wet. 

"Poor man!" she whispered, looking at him 
sympathetically. He took hold of her hand and 
said softly : "My mother I'll hardly see again on 
this earth; no doubt, she is dead. But if some 
other person might confide in me and bear with 
me—" 

Clara withdrew her hand, interrupting : "No- 
no — it is not fitting now; do not mar, do not 
desecrate the present moment. Think of your 
dear mother; I trust she is still living and that 
you'll find and see her again. Make yourself 
worthy to merit this happiness; start to pray 
again, return to your faith." 

The man stepping back a pace, calmly and 
gravely replied : "Tho it would be an injustice to 
me, I cannot forbid you from classing me with the 
man who with loud professions of Religion and 
Christianity, tried to inveigle into marriage an 
artless unsuspecting maid, for I beg you to re- 
member that I told you plainly I had lost my faith. 
The other part of the statement you must take 
upon my honor, namely, that I find no satisfac- 
tion in my unbelief." 

"My thoughts had not traveled so far back," 
Clara naively answered; "in fact, I was class- 
ing you with no one, because — because — " 

"What is the cause?" 
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"Because you told me all yourself, and to be 
plain with you, no thinking back was necessary, 
for I would never marry a man who is not really 
and practically of my faith." 

"But if in spite of this difference he were 
agreeable and close to your heart and inclina- 
tion—" 

Clara looked at him an instant and blushed, for 
he had avowed a sentiment which she dared not 
even entertain ; rising to her full dignity she re- 
plied: "Nor then either God, who deprecates 

taiixed marriages, will help to strengthen me. 

"But why pursue the thought? Think of your 
mother; she is alive, your presentiment, your 
longing for her, convince me. Try to make your- 
self worthy of meeting her again." 

"Alas: how could that be possible?" he mused. 

"I'll tell you," she advised, "pray and I will 
pray for that intention; besides, you must make 
a solemn promise." 

"What promise shall I make?" 

"To forsake your unbelief, to enter the Church 
of God and accept the truth." 

"What is truth? What is the Church of God?" 

"According to my firm belief the Catholic Faith 
is the Truth and the Catholic Church, the Church 
of God. I would not so lower you in my estima- 
tion as to think you would do this for my sake ; it 
were then a worthless promise. I ask you first of 
all to look at our Church in an unbiased way and 
not as so many Protestants do, with contempt; 
then allowing our Church might have the truth, 
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that you study her doctrines; against one thing, 
however, I warn you : never think or speak slight- 
ingly of the Mother of God." 

"How could I do so with my own dear mother in 
mind/' he said; "but why do you single out this 
point?" 

"Because it has never been known that anyone 
was left unheard and unhelped who in a right- 
eous cause appealed to God thru His Blessed 
Mother." 

A dull crashing sound came from the chapel 
like the rattling of broken glass. 

Clara shook with fright. The artist followed 
by Clara hastened into the chapel to investigate. 
The suspended Altar Lamp, the gift of her moth- 
er, was lying in pieces on the floor. The sup- 
porting hook had given way. Clara wept. 

"Oh, what does that forebode?" she sobbed. 

"Nothing. The smith who fastened the hook 
was a careless fellow," the painter explained. 

Having collected and removed the fragments 
of the lamp the two returned to the house. Clara 
had hardly entered when she was apprised by her 
mother that the estate and home had been leased 
for six years to a renter at a fine figure and upon 
condition of prompt payment; that she had made 
up her mind to move to the city with Elizabeth, 
the younger daughter, and herself; and that 
henceforth they would live more comfortably, 
with less worry and work. 

Clara was amazed at the news ; she would have 
been frightened had she observed the significant 
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smiles and glances of aunt Sauer and her nephew 
the bookkeeper. 

"Alas ! I know now," she said, "what the shat- 
tering of the Altar Lamp portended. May God 
safeguard us." 

When the priest heard of the change at Alten- 
hall, he remarked : "Wedded to the soil the farmer 
is strong and independent; divorced from it, liv- 
ing in the city, he is helpless and lost. To him 
might be applied the text : 'When a strong man 
armed keepeth his court, those things are in peace 
which he possesseth; but if a stronger than he 
come upon him and overcome him, he will take 
away all his armor wherein he trusted and will 
distribute his spoils/ God dements Whom He 
wishes to destroy." 

6. Poor Bertha! 

More years have flown. Bertha's first child, a 
girl, the picture of herself, is seven years old, the 
boy five. It is Christmas night. The exchange of 
presents is long past, the odor of the quenched 
candles and fragrance of the resinous fir per- 
meate the rooms; the children are in bed, the 
mother is reading from the Goffine by the light 
of a lamp; her husband, now a full-fledged pro- 
fessor, is resting in an armchair, silent, smoking 
a cigar. Not a word passes between husband and 
wife. Bertha looks thin and pale, her husband, 
stern and dissatisfied. A knock at the door is 
heard. Aunt Sauer enters. Her cadaverous face 
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has the green mould of a corpse. She felt that 
she must ipay them a visit, she says ; she did not, 
however, wish to disturb Bertha in her devotion. 

"You'll not disturb me, aunt," said Bertha, put- 
ting aside her book. She knew but too well her 
husband would never forgive her if she were un- 
civil toward the rich aunt, at whose death he ex- 
pected a legacy for his family. The old woman de- 
lights to talk about the heritage in which Bertha 
is also to share if so her family remains decent 
and she, the aunt, is allowed a hand in its man- 
agement. 

They are speaking of the Christmas gifts. Un- 
able any longer to withhold what is uppermost in 
her mind, the aged widow abruptly remarked : 
"Child, you have gifted your husband handsome- 
ly, but I notice it has not put him into good hu- 
mor. I could suggest a better present than the one 
you made this year and which would surely make 
him happy." 

"And what might that be, aunt?" Bertha in- 
quired timidly. Against what she knew was 
coming she hastened a prayer to heaven. 

"Bertha, you might discover that yourself. But 
maybe it is better that I speak and try once again 
to harmonize your differences — " 

"Aunt!— I beg you—" 

The aunt seizing her hand said: "I must 
speak." She began : "Look here, this can't go on ; 
my poor nephew can't grieve and worry himself 
to death and sacrifice his health and strength; 
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you and he must not continue to be the talk of 
the public." 

"Aunt, have I ever failed in my duty as wife 
and mother? Have I ever exposed myself in a way 
to cause my husband to worry?" 

"You're evading the question," the aunt sharp- 
ly replied. "I have the children in mind, the poor 
children; it is they who so sadden the heart of 
my nephew. There will never be peace between 
you till you yield to his will." 

"What right have I taken from my husband?" 

"The right to determine the Religion of his 
children." 

Bertha turned to her husband and asked : "Did 
you not in writing expressly stipulate that our 
children were to be brought up Catholics?" 

"In conformity with your will not with mine," 
the husband sullenly replied. 

"Surely, I did not force you to marry me," 
Bertha retorted ; "you and your aunt know what 
efforts were made to bring about this marriage." 

"That has nothing to do with the question be- 
fore us;" the aunt snappishly persisted; "your 
husband is shorn of a right other men possess, his 
children are not of his faith. He dare hardly 
show himself in this Protestant city; in society, 
in the clubroom, he is confronted with the fact 
that his children are Catholic ; this fact is like a 
leaden heel which hinders him from rising to a 
better professorship and from attaining perhaps 
even a rectorship. Have you no regard for your 



Digitized by 



332 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



husband, are you not concerned about his fu- 
ture?" 

"Aunt, let me say it for the last time, I will 
never agree that my children be brought up Prot- 
estant, never ! This resolution is the one support, 
the one comfort of my life. It was the one in- 
ducement which decided me to obey my mother; 
of this last stay you'll not deprive me, never, 
never !" 

"But think of your husband, do you want him 
to hate you? Do you wish to ruin yourself?" 

"There is but one misfortune left which I 
dread, namely, to be deprived of my children. 
You had time to think this over before the be- 
trothment took place. In those days you reassur- 
ed me time and again that I had nothing to fear, 
that I would be left in peace and I believed you. 
To-day all this is forgotten as if the promises 
had been spoken to the wind! Aunt, do you 
wish me to look upon my husband as a 
maA without honor or as one utterly faith- 
less who in the very act of pledging, resolved to 
break his word? Until now I have believed every 
word he has spoken to me just as I on my part 
have striven to be open and honest with him." 

"If you do not pity him for himself, have some 
regard at least for his position and some thought 
of his enemies !" 

"Aunt, he who is not quarrelsome is not easily 
drawn into a quarrel. Is Christian not a man? 
Can't he once and for all emphatically forbid 
those gentlemen to meddle in his family affairs? 
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Or does this meddling please you, perhaps? What 
necessity is there for him to associate with men 
who are the tools of a proselytizing party, who 
make it their work to fraternize with him for the 
sake of my children? Why does he not cut away 
from these hypocritical intermediaries and thus 
at the same time put an end to the hateful leaf- 
lets and papers which they slip into our house 
and school? He is not acting generously towards 
me." 

"But, Bertha, remember your children. Our 
very respectable family connections will be no help 
to them if they remain Catholic." 

"It is a sorry help indeed, if the children must 
purchase it at the price of their faith," the un- 
happy wife reflected; "however, they have still 
their God to look to." 

The face of the aunt became waxen like a fun- 
eral candle as she got up and with conscious dig- 
nity addressed her nephew: "Christian, in view 
of the scant regard paid by your wife to our re- 
spected relatives I must cease visiting your home 
in future. Until now I had fondly believed I 
might be of service to you; others would have 
welcomed my advances and received me with open 
arms, but here I meet with only contradiction and 
contention, this too, notwithstanding it is Holy 
Night; altho I am in a suffering condition — she 
coughed faintly — your wife has tendered me in- 
gratitude only. Henceforth I'll let her alone. 
May the Lord grant you light and peace." 



Digitized by 



334 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



She moved to leave. The professor was on his 
feet instantly and cried: "No, aunt, you must 
not leave us in this mood. Bertha, you have of- 
fended my aunt personally; I order you to ask 
her forgiveness !" 

Bertha remained seated and calmly replied: 
"Not a word that I have said referred to your 
aunt; I spoke of your relatives, the subject in 
question." 

"Must I be mentioned directly by name? Am I 
not a relative with some claim to be respected 
and considered?" said the aynt, greatly offended. 

"If you are convinced that I have offended you, 
aunt, I beg your pardon," said Bertha standing. 
"It was not my intention to do so; I had you not 
in mind." 

"Well, then, I'll believe you," the other answer- 
ed, "but after all, that's not the principal thing. 
You know how I love your husband and that I 
wish him the best only. Oh, would that you might 
understand me ! You force me, your old aunt, who, 
I assure you, is not wont to beg, to plead and to 
intercede with you : I, the daughter of the Chief 
Adviser of the Consistory, wife of the Head 
Government Counselor, uplift my hands to you, 
begging that as a Christmas present to me, your 
old aunt, out of love for your aunt, you would 
grant me the favor — and I'll never forget it — 
of permitting me to sponsor your children to my 
church, of permitting them to jodn me in prayer 
to God — grant me this, I beseech you, out of love 
for me!" 
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Bertha grew pale as death : several times she 
tried to interrupt the aunt, it was useless; she 
could not be restrained until the last word had 
been spoken. 

"O aunt, what are you saying?" the blanched 
lips of the poor wife uttered ; "you know that I 
would do anything permissible for you ; ask for 
whatever else you please, — this I cannot grant; 
it would make me unspeakably miserable! I beg 
you, aunt, not to charge this agiainst me as mere 
stubbornness; it is against my faith and con- 
science. You have guaranteed me this right in 
words plain and solemn before my marriage ; 
bear that in mdnd, aunt — " 

There was silence for a moment. Speechless the 
old woman faced the unhappy wife. "Bertha !" 
she cozened, with a hard, lowering look. 

Before she could proceed, the wife, her hands 
crossed upon her breast, interrupted: "I can- 
not, God help me!" 

" 'Tis useless, then, 'tis useless, then; it grieves 
me," the old woman groaned, making for the door. 

Christian springing forward and holding her 
back, blurted at his wife: "You're a heartless 
woman, unworthy to have such a relative — " 

"Christian," she rejoined, "you are unjust to 
me ; I do not wish to become conscienceless — " 

"It is I, then, who has attempted to make you 
so!" the aunt hissed. Without further ado, Chris- 
tian with clenched fists and blazing eyes came up 
to his wife and said : "Speak quickly, will you 
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oblige aunt by saying yes?" He was trembling all 
over. 

"I cannot. No — Christian, I have no right to 
take the children from the Church — no right!" 

"Now, then, aunt, let me speak," the enraged 
man replied; "since my wife will not listen to 
reason, I will show her whose legal right it is to 
determine the Religion of the children." 

Bertha sank back to her chair; the old woman 
was watching her with burning eyes. 

"Christian," the wife struggled to say, "re- 
member what you promised and signed ; it was the 
like of an oath you took !" 

"Do you perhaps wish to have me cited before 
court to answer for such nonsense," he bawled; 
"then I will seek another court, nor will I mind 
a few hundred marks to be freed from you for- 
ever !" 

With a shriek Bertha fell to the floor. "0 moth- 
er!" she cried in despair, "0 mother, what have 
you done, to what straits have you brought me! 
Would to God I had withstood you ! How terribly 
unhappy is your Bertha now! My God, Thou 
knowest I was never happy in this union, that I 
entered into it from a mistaken sense of obe- 
dience ; have pity on me, save my children ! 
Recall the happiness of other mothers, 0 my 
God! and see me distracted with fear and grief! 
Take my sufferings as a penance for my misstep 
and as a sacrifice for the salvation of my children ! 
0 sorrowful Mother — you must help me, you must 
pray for me that I do not despair!" 
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"I must go," the aunt interjected, "she is call- 
ing on Mary to vex me." The professor putting on 
his hat and overcoat accompanied the old lady 
home. 

Bertha remained. She is sitting at the table 
comfortless; her fierce grief is beyond tears; her 
unhappy, spoiled life is before her. What more has 
the future in store? It is eleven o'clock, — half 
after, — midnight; alone, still alone she sits this 
Christmas night with no one present to relieve 
her woe. The lamp has gradually flickered down, 
it has become quite dark in the room, but Bertha 
notices it not. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Confidently Bertha's mother awoke from her 
first sleep. For many years she had now been 
living in the city but without having that ease and 
comfort which she expected. On this Holy Night 
especially, she felt low-spirited and oppressed. 
She awoke suddenly. As in a vision she saw 
Bertha before her. How is she getting along? 
She seemed to hear an anguished cry: "0 Moth- 
er, what have you done !" 

"Clara! Lisbeth! have you called?" she 
questioned the night, getting up. No answer. The 
girls were asleep. The mother had none to share 
her worries and responsibility. On the upper 
floor of the house in which she lived a piano was 
madly keeping time for the riotous dancing which 
had been going on for hours without let or hin- 
drance, and which in the city manner of celebrat- 
ing Christmas, would continue till morning. 
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Looking back to the days when she lived on the 
parental estate, she recalled the sweet solemn 
Holy Night at Altenhall and wept bitterly. 

7. The Clouds Darken 

Six months had elapsed and Bertha was a 
widow. Her husband, Professor Christian Neb- 
lein had succumbed to a sudden serious attack of 
an ailment from which he had been suffering for 
a long time. During the crisis when told by the 
physician that there was no hope, Bertha was 
nearly crazed with grief. Stooping over her dy- 
ing husband she called him by every endearing 
name begging and conjuring him to speak and 
tell her one thing. There was but the response 
of his stentorian breathing, for he was nearly un- 
conscious ; occasionally he looked at his wife and 
opened his mouth as if he would speak but the 
sounds he uttered were unintelligible. 

The physician stood by to help him, the preach- 
er was also present and prayed for him. With 
clasped hands appealing incessantly to God she 
again approached her husband: "Oh, testify to 
this, you wish me, do you not, to determine the 
Religion of my children?" 

The sick man opened his eyes and with a last 
effort said: "Yes, Bertha." 

The wife wished to say something to the two 
present but at that moment the physician point- 
ed to her husband, he was breathing his last. 
Christian Neblein was dead, Bertha & widow. The 
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marriage so full of sorrow into which she had 
been forced, was dissolved. 

After a little while she returned to her ances- 
tral home with her two children. 

She could not go to her mother in the city ; in 
the house occupied by her and shared with her 
daughter Clara and Lisbeth there was no room 
to spare. However, Bertha cared little for the city. 

In her parental home, then, in the country, a 
little room and a cell were allowed her and the 
children by the lessee of the farm. Here she lived 
in retirement; her children were sent to the vil- 
lage church and school ; they were good and obed- 
ient; old Melchior was the only friend to look 
after them. She recovered somewhat of her 
former beauty but not so as to efface the deep 
facial furrows left by her grievous sufferings 
in the past. Perfect peace she did not enjoy even 
now. On the contrary, a disquietude she could 
hardly explain, oppressed her especially when- 
ever the itinerant preacher of the diaspora came 
to Altenhall to visit the Protestant renters. 
On these occasions he called upon her also as if 
by right and was always inquisitive about the 
children. In her language and behavior she stood 
him at bay as if fearing for her little ones. Night 
and morning she visited the church. She prayed 
often and much, for, as people remarked, the wor- 
ry of a premonition of evil was upon her. More- 
over, she was continually being watched by the 
lessees of the estate. 
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On a certain afternoon she and the children 
paid a visit to the family chaipel and after pray- 
ing a while with them she bade them play out- 
side; she, however, tarried awhile longer in or- 
der to recommend them and all her heart-troubles 
to the Mother of God. Just as she was finishing, 
she heard footsteps. She got up to go out, when 
behold, there at the threshold stood George, her 
erstwhile honest and respected suitor. It was 
mere chance that had brought him to the chapel 
at that moment. 

How manly and dignified he stood before her 
in the full bloom of manhood, strong, calm, self- 
possessed ! He was now mayor of the village and 
in every sense a respected and an able man. Ber- 
tha knew that George had never married and nev- 
er would marry. 

"George!" she involuntarily called, her cheeks 
tinting lightly. 

"Yes, Bertha, if I may still address you in that 
way, it is I, but I didn't know that — that — you 
were here. If my presence displeases you, I'll 
go." 

"Why go? surely I do not wish it," the widow 
replied. 

"I'll stay, then; we may have much to tell each 
other. You have been tried a great deal." 

"Yes — and the care of my children is the heavi- 
est trial of all," she answered, her eyes brim- 
ming with tears. 
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George spoke pitying: "Your children are good 
and dear, why worry so much? I would accept 
them as my own immediately — " 

Bertha blushing, replied : "It might well be in 
your power now that you are an official to help 
them; if so, I beg you to do so." 

George parried the evasion : "Bertha, you cer- 
tainly understand me or do not wish to?" 

Looking at him with love and gratitude inde- 
scribable, she answered : "George, pass over what 
you have a mind to say, I have lost all right to 
deserve such words from you." 

"Bertha !" he cried as he seized her hand. 

"No, no, George, and then, too, I'm convinced 
I've but a short time left in this world ; but 
promise for love of me to look after my children 
— and for love of our holy faith." 

"I promise it; still you are too fearsome." 

"You don't know all. Once before I wanted to 
speak to you but I was ashamed. I can't tell the 
priest for fear of aggravating the sorrow I have 
already caused him." 

She began : "My deceased husband and his rel- 
atives by schemes and threats have nullified the 
marriage promise that the children are to be 
brought up Catholics. For weeks before and 
during the time that this was effected I was al- 
most insane with their ceaseless pestering. They 
assaulted me daily with kindness, with flattery or 
with threats and abuse. It was their purpose to 
wear me out, and I knew it. Neither by day nor 
night was I left in peace. Indeed, I was told 
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that until I consented to the protestantizing of 
my children I would have no rest. My husband 
stopped speaking to me and took his meals at a 
restaurant; his aunts came and to my face de- 
cried me for my self-will, which they alleged was 
driving him to drink and to suicide. Permission 
was refused me to go to church and to the 
Sacraments Sunday or weekday until I would 
yield. All this while I and my children were forced 
to hear in our home, a daily visiting preacher re- 
vile our holy Religion in the most shameful way. 
What was worse, my husband illtreated the chil- 
dren, seemed to care nothing about them, cast 
them off ; their life was a torture. This persecut- 
ing spirit became more persistent and intense, un- 
til finally in despair, I almost lost my mind.. 
Then—" 

"Then what?" the mayor inquired with an an- 
xious look at Bertha. She covered her face with 
her hands and sobbed, trembling all over. 

"And then," her pale lips muttered, — "then — 
one night — no one knows anything about it — hav- 
ing lost all courage and believing God had for- 
saken me, — I consented." 

"Consented to have your children brought up 
Protestant?" George interrupted. 

"Yes," she replied with a shudder; "I don't 
know exactly how it happened, or what I was 
thinking of, but it happened, and it is in writ- 
ing." 

"In writing, is it, Bertha?" the mayor exclaim- 
ed ; "In God's name, what have you done !" 
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"It seems to me I was hypnotized and depriv- 
ed of will-power ; I understand now the evils of a 
mixed marriage. It was my own doing, too, be- 
cause of my own free will I ventured upon this 
forbidden ground. When I told them that I 
would consent for the sake of peace, they forced 
me immediately to prove and attest it in writing 
which I had to sign. At first I refused, but my 
husband directed my hand ; this signed document 
is now in the keeping of the Protestant Deanery. 
After that I had peace; husband, aunts, relations, 
were effusively kind to me; but inwardly I be- 
came — disquieted, and to this day a curse cold as 
death seems to lodge in my heart. My (peace and 
happiness is forever gone— oh! to what depths 
have I fallen ; for what reason has all this come 
upon me, George!" 

"You should never have consented to that mar- 
riage," he calmly responded, "but that's too late 
now. However, you must tell it all to the priest, 
he'll know better than I what is to be done. I 
would never give the children up voluntarily." 

"Nor will I, for in his last moments my hus- 
band consented that I bring up the children as I 
choose." 

"Well, then, the matter is not so serious after 
all," George remarked. Just then the children 
came running up and the conversation ceased. 
George gave Bertha his hand, saying: "Count on 
me!" thus they parted. 

The widow returned to the Hall, unaware that 
she had been watched. The lessee's wife had tak- 
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en her husband's small telescope and had seen the 
meeting and observed George giving his hand to 
Bertha. She immediately concluded that the two 
were engaged and duly reported the news to the 
preacher upon his weekly visit with the inference 
that henceforth the children would be fathered by 
a Catholic. 

"There is danger in prospect, then," the circuit 
rider remarked. By the next post he had sent a 
letter to the City Deanery. 

A couple of days thereafter he came to Bertha 
to demand she send her children to a Protestant 
school an hour's distance from Altenhall. Bertha 
refused ; a trial was the result ; she based her re- 
fusal upon the verbal permission of her dying 
husband. The case was taken to court. 

These were days of inexpressible anxiety. Only 
for the comfort and the support of the priest to 
whom she had revealed all, she must have de- 
spaired. He gave her grounds for hope. After 
all, her yielding was the result of a fierce and un- 
equal struggle and not in the manner of those un- 
fortunate Catholics who for the sake of social 
prestige for themselves and their children, sacri- 
fice their faith upon their own initiative. 

In the meantime, the poor mother did all she 
could to ground her children thoroughly in prayer 
and in the teachings of her Holy Church. She 
prayed with them and for them more than ever. 

To redeem the past she did all in her power. 
She made a solemn sacrifice of her life for her 
children's salvation. Before the altar of the 
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Dolorous Mother she relinquished everything 
that might be a pleasure to her, just so that she 
be spared to save her children. Tho still young 
in years, she promised to remain a widow and to 
sanctify her weeds according to Scriptural ex- 
ample. At the price of every conceivable sacrifice 
within her power she trusted God would regard 
her prayer. 

Finally she got herself ready for a visit to the 
Protestant Deanery to plead her case personally. 
The dean listened gravely, silently to her story; 
of the heartless manner in which she had been 
driven to sign the document, of the torture she 
would endure all her life if her children were for- 
cibly protestantized. Developing her case in so 
heart-rending a manner, the sorrow of the 
beautiful widow softened the clergyman's heart. 

"I understand how hard your position is and if 
it depended only on me, I would leave you the 
children, advising merely that you bring them up 
to the best of your ability in your faith to the glory 
*of God and the good of man. But I am not the 
judge. The case is before the courts, and the 
courts must decide. If the preacher will stop 
the prosecution, I will do so likewise/' Evidently 
he was afraid of the intinerant missionary. 

Bertha hastened to the Mission Director hop- 
ing to influence him favorably also. She got a dif- 
ferent reception entirely. "Who are you? What 
is your name? Where do you come from? What 
do you wish?" The questions succeeded one an- 
other as in a Police-bureau. Every answer was 
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put on paper as matter for reference. After Ber- 
tha had finished her appeal the director icily re- 
marked : "Good woman, you can do nothing at all 
one way or another. What is written is written; 
about the 'how' and the 'why' we cannot bother 
ourselves. We will .press the case; according to 
your husband's will and your written promise the 
children are Protestant, they must remain so. 
The alleged deathbed will of your husband is un- 
witnessed and unattested in writing. Such a will 
is null with me and with the court. Don't for a 
moment look at it in any other way. The Catholic 
clergy are by no means more tolerant towards us ; 
the Evangelical faith, moreover, has first claim 
in this land ; no one, therefore, can reasonably ex- 
pect that we give back to you what you have free- 
ly given us. Why didn't you think this over before 
you signed?" 

Bertha was dumfounded in the face of this 
commercializing religious process ; making anoth- 
er effort she prayed with clasped hands and with 
all the eloquence of a mother for her children, that 
they be left her ; she would promise they would be 
well brought up. 

The comely form of the woman was not without 
some effect upon the obdurate director. In a most 
confidential tone he now addressed her: "There 
is a way by which you and your children could be 
united in faith and it would be a great blessing 
indeed ; I would gladly help you to achieve it if 
my plan is agreeable." 
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"What do you wish to do?" the expectant Ber- 
tha eagerly inquired. 

"Move to the city, rent a neat modest house, 
procure an income by taking in a little work, 
and then occasionally take Bible Lessons that you 
may gradually become acquainted with the Evan- 
gelical doctrine; after a while you will be ready 
quietly and unannounced to enter the Evangelical 
Church, then will you and your children be united 
in faith." 

Bertha permitted the man to finish. 

She gave the bigoted director a look of scorn 
and of just indignation and without deigning a 
word in reply, turned to the door and left. She 
was out and hurrying down the steps, leaving the 
missionary the while in the state of mind of a 
fox that has missed the dove. 



8. A Troubled Peace 

On the Alten-estate many changes had been 
made in the meantime. Ever since the mistress 
had leased the land and farmstead in order to live 
in the city, her mind seemed to weaken, her spirit 
of aggressiveness in the struggle of life, to fag; 
she consented easily to anything and everything. 
Accordingly it was light work for the indefatig- 
able aunt and the bookkeeper, her nephew, to pre- 
vail upon her to sell the estate outright. The buyer, 
of course, was a Protestant. Two conditions, 
however, the proprietress insisted on with excep- 
tional firmness : Bertha and her children were to 
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be housed at the Hall during their lifetime and 
the Alten-chapel was to remain Catholic. 

In a very short time a new story with large 
prominent windows was added to the house. The 
room thus afforded was reserved for guests who 
would wish to sipenda vacation in the country ; this 
would be a source of income to the owner. Aunt 
Sauer had promised to be the first to take the rest 
and air-cure at Altenhall, the coming June. 

The village, which till then had been entirely 
Catholic, was soon made to feel in various ways 
the encroachment of these unwelcome strangers 
who were quick enough to avail themselves of all 
the advantages of the place but without regard 
for anyone, and who spurning all friendliness 
were loathed and shunned by the villagers. Mel- 
chior, the old faithful servant, was still at the 
Hall but getting to hate the place more and more. 
New servants, Protestant, were coming in; he, 
Bertha and the children were now the only Cath- 
olics in the house. 

His fun-loving spirit was gone ; he had become 
quite serious, especially since his admission into 
the "Third Orler of St. Francis." 

"There's nothing more changeable than a man, 
excepting a woman," he would muse when 
thinking of the Alten-mistress and her family; 
"to live among a crew like the present is a sorry 
affair, by joss, it can't be worse in purgatory!" 
He was alluding particularly to the tricks and 
meannesses of the new servants towards him. 
"You can't sneeze or cough but one of these un- 
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derlings will come and tell you it is idolatry and 
sinful," he complained. "Why do they not shut 
their mouths and let a man go decently about his 
belief? I treat others so; I let them read and pray 
without judging them ; God knows it all, and that's 
enough." Least of all could he bear the preacher. 
He had once asked the latter to intercede with the 
household that they stop nagging him and let him 
in peace. But the preacher blandly replied that 
he could not forbid his people to bear witness 
against things unrighteous and carnal; that, on 
the contrary, it was their duty to do so. 

This angered Melchior so that he roughly re- 
plied : "Let the Sectarians of the house mind their 
own business and convert and better themselves 
first and let me alone. It is not a custom with us 
to watch others and dog them and suspect them 
of all kinds of wickedness and be their accuser 
and judge at the same time; otherwise we could 
witness against you for eating meat on Friday, 
and sausage, till you're gorged, the while pretend- 
ing you know more than we about observing the 
day on which Our Lord died. We could also tell 
you it is not quite Scriptural when two of your 
faith marry and then separate and then are mar- 
ried again in church on Sunday. And your found- 
ers and saints were people who were certainly 
no saints among us — I could tell all this and a 
great deal more;" in words like these Melchior 
spoke, and furthermore : "but I've told it to you to 
let you know that I'm not entirely ignorant; I've 
told it only to you and to no one else and don't 
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intend to, and all these things I am firmly con- 
vinced are facts, and facts are true, by joss!" 
This was Melchior's reply when he could no long- 
er endure the mocking of his Religion. Of course, 
that was not conducive to friendship between the 
old servant and the preacher, who had but the one 
principle to guide him : "If a Protestant misjudg- 
es a Catholic on matters of faith and accuses 
him of ignorance and superstition, it is merely 
hearing witness to the truth; but if a Catholic 
asks that he be left in peace or defends himself by 
showing up the errors and inconsistencies of 
Sectarianism, it is intolerance, persecution, dis- 
turbance of the peace." 

In spite of all this Melchior would not leave 
Altenhall ; in the first place, because he had serv- 
ed there so many years, and secondly, on account 
of Bertha and her children. 

June, the month of flowers, the month of sun- 
shine was at hand, the month, too, of the most 
beautiful feast of the year — Corpus Christi. 

All the village was busy in decorating the 
streets, the lanes, the houses, for the procession 
of the Blessed Sacrament ; but of a thousand times 
more value than the wreaths, the bouquets and 
pictures hung everywhere and the gigantic gar- 
lands of cedar and oak, was the living faith and 
the burning love which wove and fashioned them. 

As was customary, the third repository was 
erected on the Alten-lands under the mighty 
chapel-beech. This was the most beautiful of the 
stations because it was erected on a little hill 
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overlooking the village and the fields around; to 
give their sweet Lord a resting place on this point 
of vantage, the little altar was made the prettiest 
of all. 

The new lessee supported by his preacher, tried 
of course to forbid the chapel-station ; the two, 
however, could do nothing because this concession 
was black on white in the lease. When the vil- 
lagers heard of this meanness they became still 
more incensed against the Sectarians on the Al- 
ten-lands. 

Before the festival some quiet plotting was go- 
ing on at The Hall. The preacher had come and 
gone ; something was evidently in prospect. 

Beautiful was the morn of Corpus Christi. An 
azure sky looked down upon the earth decked and 
scented with beautiful, sweet-smelling flowers, 
shrubs and trees. To the harmonious pealing of 
the bells the Procession of the Blessed Sacrament, 
escorted by all the village people dressed in Sun- 
day attire, moved solemnly along and out to the 
third station at the Alten-chapel. Their festive 
voices wafted over fields and pastures the sweet 
devotional hymn : 

"Sion, lift thy voice and sing, 
Praise thy Savior and thy King, 
Praise with hymns thy Shepherd true." 

The hilltop was reached and the people were 
grouping themselves devoutly round the altar; 
the servers' bells announced that the Blessed 
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Sacrament was nigh. Suddenly there was a com- 
motion among the people. At first a few, then 
more, then all were looking towards Altenhail and 
whispering excitedly. 
What was the matter? 

Beyond was the large mansion, its front fac- 
ing the chapel. The barn and stable-doors were 
open; in their working-clothes the new landlord 
and his wife were looking over to the chapel- 
station; the hired man was just coming in from 
the field with a load of new-mown grass; two 
work-women with scythes were sitting on top. 
Altenhail, however, to mock the day, was decor- 
ated, with a huge shield. Upon this shield stood 
in gross, heavy letters : "But I and my house, we 
will serve the Lord !" 

"Then we do not serve the Lord and are pa- 
gans," the Catholics muttered one to another. 

"That is daring, that is impudent, that is going 
too far," said George , the mayor "to insult a 
whole parish on such a feast." He spoke a few 
words to the teacher, motioned the police and 
some of the parish members, and then with the 
designated ones marched directly to Alten- 
hail. The landlord turned pale when he saw the 
men coming. 

The order of the mayor to remove the placard 
immediately was parried with the answer: "The 
words are taken from the Bible." 

"Yes, but it was not to honor our procession 
and our feast that you fixed up the shield, but to 
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scandalize the religious sentiment of a whole 
parish. Remove that sign instantly !" 

The fellow did not dare to resist any longer, 
the inscription was taken down at once. 

The devotions and the Benediction at the chap- 
el passed off quietly and orderly, after which the 
procession returned to the village; but the cele- 
bration had been marred and the joy and peace 
of the parishioners troubled, by what had occur- 
red. Their holiest affair, their greatest day had 
been disturbed. The excitement was intense 
among this so peaceable people because of this 
daring challenge and insult of the strangers to 
their faith. It was evening, the Benediction ser- 
vice in the church was over; leisurely the people 
walked home. 

Melchior, the old servant, before going back to 
the farm tarried a while in the church and in the 
town. As he was approaching the chapel, he 
heard the voice of a child. 

"Oh, let me go, I beg you !" sobbed the child ; 
evidently it was trying to get away from some 
one. Melchior hastened forward with youthful 
energy; he recognized the voice immediately; it 
was the cry of Bertha's daughter. 

Hardly had he appeared when he was greeted 
jubilantly: "Melchior, dearest Melchior!" The 
child tore itself loose from the rough grasp of a 
half-drunk, good-for-nothing loafer and rushed 
to the side of its rescuer. He pushingaside the girl, 
fell upon the miserable vagrant whom he had sur- 
prised in an attempted assault. He seized him by 
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the throat till the eyes of the fellow threatened to 
drop from their sockets and then pitching him to 
the earth he knelt upon the beast and with his 
mighty fists rained hammer-blows on his head 
and body till the miscreant turned and moaned 
with pain and torture. 

At last Melchior let up; giving the shameless 
fellow a hard parting kick, he said: "Go now, 
you godless scamp, have me arrested if you dare. 
You got a clubbing at least which no Jew can 
take from you, and such punishment is more suit- 
able for scoundrels like you who think little of 
being locked up, than the disgrace of arrest. This 
beating will give you at least some idea of what 
to expect when you appear before God. 
You'll learn it in a different way then what the 
innocence of a child is worth, you devil, you !" 

While the fellow with terrible curses upon Mel- 
chior was hobbling away, the latter led the child, 
so unconscious of the danger it had escaped, 
back to the house. What the feelings of Bertha 
were when apprised of the rescue of her darling, 
cannot be described. 

"God will reward you," she said weeping, giving 
her hand to the old servant, "a thousand, thousand 
times, and my daughter will, must, pray for you 
every day of her life." 

Night had come; Altenhall was getting ready 
to retire. Suddenly the startling cry was heard : 
"The chapel is afire!" Melchior had sounded the 
alarm. The Corpus Christi altar was ablaze; the 
flames were leaping upward among the branch- 



Digitized by 



Hazarding the Precious Gift of Faith 355 

es of the beech, setting off the chapel in grim re- 
lief. 

"By joss, that was set on fire!" Melchior cried 
as he hastened fast as his old legs could carry 
him, to the chapel. The two men-servants and 
the household made sluggishly ready to help ex- 
tinguish the flames ; it was evident that they car- 
ed little to save the Catholic chapel. Accordingly, 
Melchior arrived first and alone. He hurried in- 
to the chapel and found the altar already burning. 
An ancient picture of the Madonna enveloped in 
smoke and tongues of fire looked serenely down 
upon the scene. Melchior leaped upon the stone- 
altar and tore the old carved image from its fast- 
enings. Gaspingfor breathand withhands andfeet 
scorched he hurried to reach the door. He was 
hardly outside when some one struck him a fear- 
ful blow back of the neck which felled him to the 
ground ; the picture lay under him. 

Diabolical laughter was heard and the scoun- 
drel whom Melchior had shortly before pummeled 
for his crime, was seen running away, having 
satisfied his criminal revenge. No one had as yet 
arrived from The Hall. The first to appear were 
George, the mayor of the village, the priest and 
several parishioners. 

There was nothing to save. The chapel was 
burnt down, the majestic beech was partly scorch- 
ed, partly in ashes, and Melchior lay unconscious 
on the ground. He was carried to The Hall; the 
priest watched by him ; toward morning Melchior 
came to himself. He was able to receive the Last 
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Sacraments after which he died quietly and peace- 
fully. His last request was that he be buried in 
the habit and cord of St. Francis. The priest 
complied with his wish. Bertha offered to make 
the habit. The criminal escaped. 

The mayor told the people of Altenhall to their 
face that on account of their delay and inaction 
they were responsible before God for the destruc- 
tion of the sanctuary and also for the life of the 
murdered servant. They could not deny it. 

9. A Belated Confession 

The day after the fire, Aunt Sauer arrived at 
Altenhall. She came to rest from overwork and 
also to quiet her nerves, which had been strained 
by her heartless nephew who as partner and di- 
rector in her business was becoming daily more 
domineering. Now that the new rooms for the 
summer visitors were ready she had made up her 
mind to spend some time at The Hall. She was 
shocked, of course, when told there was a ser- 
vant dead in the house, but what could she do 
about it? She neither could nor would return at 
once. 

Alone in her room that night, Bertha paid her 
a visit. Grievously as she had wronged the young 
woman, the latter nevertheless sympathized with 
the old lady, who was a sufferer in soul and body. 

They were talking together about the burning 
of the chapel and Melchior's death. All evening 
there was a coming and going of silent figures to 
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and from the lighted lower room where the body 
of the faithful servant was laid out. A muffled 
sound of prayer was continually ascending. 

"What is that sound?" the aunt asked much 
surprised. 

"They're praying for the deceased," Bertha ex- 
plained. 
"Who are the people?" 

"They are the villagers, one at least from each 
household, who take turns to'watch by the body 
to pray for Melchior that his soul may soon enter 
into eternal rest." 

The aunt stood by the window and listened. 

" Blessed art thou amongst women and 

blessed is the Fruit of thy womb, Jesus : Eternal 
rest grant unto him, O Lord!" the first party 
prayed, the second answered : "And let perpetual 
light shine upon him. Holy Mary, Mother of God, 
pray for us sinners, now and at the hour of our 
death. Amen." Like an angePs song the chorus 
was borne upward on the wings of the night. 

There was profound silence now in the upper 
room ; the two women were awed and soothed by 
the music of prayer. 

"If it suits you, aunt, I'll go down and join in 
the prayer for an hour." 

"Very well, and I'll go with you; I hope I will 
be permitted to enter to look over the assembly 
for a minute !" 

"Why not?" Bertha replied. 

The two went down and stepped into the room. 
Round the wall, men and women in black were 
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kneeling, reciting the Rosary gravely, piously; 
lighted wax candles stood on the tables; in the 
middle of the room was the coffin enclosing Mel- 
chior's remains, at the head and foot of which 
blessed candles were burning. 

"Hm!" the aunt groaned, startled and terrifi- 
ed, as she looked into the open coffin. Old Melchior 
was laid out vested in the habit and hood of the 
Franciscans girdled with the white rope, 
with a Rosary entwined in his fingers; his clos- 
ed eyes, his lean waxen face encircled by the dark 
capuche, made him appear as if he were buried in 
deep slumber. 

"Why, that's a monk;" the aunt whispered in 
consternation; "I must get out — out, out!" 

Quickly she left the lower room for her own 
above. When Bertha after having waked the 
dead an hour left, she noticed that there was 
light still in aunt Sauer's room. Something urg- 
ed her to step in; she found the old lady in a 
state of unusual excitement. "Stay with me, 
Bertha," the once proud woman stooped to im- 
plore; "I'm afraid to remain alone; I feel fright- 
ened." She began to weep. 

Bertha tried to console her, but the aunt be- 
came even more restless. It had just struck mid- 
night; the last of the watchers had left; from the 
room below there was visible only the faint flick- 
ering of a candle which was left to watch poor 
Melchior's body the rest of the night. Snug- 
gling closely to Bertha as a child would seeking 
protection, the aunt said: "I don't know what's 
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the matter with me to-night, excepting this that 
there is a recollection torturing me of something 
which had occurred years ago and which, tho I 
have never told it to anyone, I am urged to tell 
you." 

This was the story: "Many years ago— we 
were living at the time in Coblentz, — while tak- 
ing a walk with my ten-year-old boy, I happened 
to be on the spot to see a child fall from a city- 
buss which was passing at terrific speed. It was a 
little boy about three years old. He lay upon the 
ground as dead, for he was seriously hurt. The 
mother sprang from the hack as soon as it was 
brought to a halt and came running up to me, 
while her husband impatient to be off again, call- 
ed her : 'Hurry, Hurry V The woman wished to 
take the child from me, but it was bleeding pro- 
fusely, it was unconscious and one of its legs was 
broken. I insisted the child be brought to a doctor 
immediately and that they return to Coblentz. Up- 
on this her husband came up and angrily com- 
manded: 'Come along, we have no time to lose! 
Bring the child to the hack V I told him it was im- 
possible to journey with the child and suggested 
that the mother remain to attend to it. 'No, no !' he 
exclaimed ; then I offered to have the child taken 
to a hospital and if it lived to notify them. Both 
agreed to this. The parting of this unknown 
mother from her child was heartrending. She 
kissed it time and again, she hung a medal around 
it which until then she had worn ; finally she said 
to me: 'My son's name is Francis, he has been 



Digitized by 



360 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



baptized Catholic and is therefore Catholic as I 
am and his father is. Pledge me that you'll watch 
over him and that you'll inform us when he is out 
of danger!' I promised her everything possible; 
then despite the forcible urging of the husband 
hurrying her to the wagon, she turned round 
once more and with a burning look at me, cried : 
'God bless you a thousand times, — but if you at- 
tempt to wrong my child, I'll come back from my 
very grave to demand its soul from you !' 

"Hu ! it makes me shudder even now to think 
of it! The words had hardly been uttered when 
the wagon was gone; they were fugitives no 
doubt, for they failed to leave me their address. 
I had the little boy examined. His leg had a 
compound fracture and could never be made per- 
fectly sound again; there were other injuries be- 
sides. His life, however, was saved. As I heard 
nothing from his parents, I entrusted him to an 
orphan asylum. Of course I took the medal from 
him and kept it, because I didn't wish anyone to 
know that the little boy had been baptized Cath- 
olic." 

"Was that a Protestant institution to which 
you sent him?" Bertha inquired. 

"Certainly," the old woman replied, "I knew 
of no other. In this asylum the boy was brought 
up and in due time, was confirmed." 

"In the name of heaven — he was made a 
Protestant and his parents were Catholics!" Ber- 
tha exclaimed. 
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"It is this exactly which disquiets me so griev- 
ously at times," the aunt lamented, "and yet, 
could anyone suppose that I would bring a child 
to a Catholic asylum ! Sometimes it seems to me, 
that the boy's mother stands at my bed at night 
and stretching forth her hand demands her son 
from me ; I would then reassure myself by a re- 
hearsal of the benefits I had bestowed on him, 
and the fact that I took him into my home and 
helped him to become an artist ; Francis is a 
painter." 

"What!" Bertha exclaimed, "the painter, who 
passes for your nephew, — is he that child?" 

"Yes, it is he, but he doesn't know how he came 
to be cared for by me. Recently I had struggled 
much with the thought whether or not I ought to 
give him back the medal which his mother had 
hung about his neck. It is true, it is only a super- 
stitious thing, but after all it is a remembrance. 
Maybe I did wrong: perhaps I should have had 
the boy brought up in the Religion of his parents, 
—I can't explain it, but to-night the mother of 
poor Francis is continually in my mind so that 
I feel frightened. Moreover, this very night also, 
a terrible thought has taken possession of me. 
The year Francis was confirmed, my own son 
died. He was my only child; my business and 
property will now go to my nephew. It strikes 
me of a sudden that I deserved it and that I was 
the cause of the death of my son.— Is it possible, 
Bertha, that the curse of Francis's mother might 
l-ave done this?" 
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The aunt hid her face with her hands for a 
minute and shuddered all over, horrified. Com- 
posing herself with an effort, she continued : "I 
had no business to look at the dead man below, 
his hood and habit unnerved me entirely." 

Next the aunt unloosed a large money-bag and 
from it withdrew a medal of the Virgin fastened 
to a much-frayed ribbon and handed it to Bertha. 

"I beg you, Bertha, do you take charge of that 

thing; it worries me, it weighs upon me you 

give it to Francis — no, no— yes — but only after 
? am dead do I permit you to tell him what I have 
told you: I would die of shame— will you not? 
you'll swear, you'll promise me?" 

Bertha promised and then questioned further : 
"Didn't Francis' parents ever bother about him at 
all?" 

"I had several letters from the mother but 
each one from a different place; finally we moved 
from Coblentz to my parental home. I must con- 
fess that I on my part was a poor correspondent 
likewise, and that I wrote very seldom especially 
after he was confirmed, — he was taken care of in 
the institution free of charge, I was obliged to 
pay nothing— so it happened at last that I lost all 
trace of his parents. The poor woman in all prob- 
ability is dead ; she looked weakly even at the 
time of the accident." 

"In that case I would fear her ghost," Bertha 
remarked with quite some sharpness. It seemed 
to her an awful thing for this woman to 
have taken up this unknown child and in so 
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cold-blooded a way to have alienated it from the 
faith of its Baptism and then by an added cruelty 
to have kept from the son the only and last re- 
membrance of his mother; it was not Bertha's 
wish therefore to explain away but rather to in- 
crease the superstitious fear and scruples of the 
old woman as some light punishment for her 
crime. Unbidden the story came back to her, old 
Melchior used so often to tell about the suppres- 
sion of the Abbey St. Maur; that by chance he 
met one of the ringleaders who as a criminal was 
fleeing from Coblentz accompanied by his wife. 
These two no doubt were the parents of the paint- 
er, and she understood now why he was so unset- 
tled in mind and unhappy. His mother at least 
in all probability, had been a good Catholic, even 
tho his father had been an enemy of the Church. 
And poor Melchior deceased, whom that wretched 
father had robbed of his vocation and home, re- 
venged himself in death by interceding for the 
rights of the son of his persecutor! 

The faithful servant was buried the next day. 
The funeral was not the only reason which 
brought Clara and Lisbeth to Altenhall on this 
day. The girls were sick and tired of their life 
of inactivity in the city; they had looked for and 
found a position together in Munich. The mother, 
who had become sad and spiritless, weakened in 
mind and body came also and was taken in charge 
and cared for by Bertha, who dutifully shared 
her scant place and time with the parent. 
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10. The Children Are Torn from Their Mother 

Bertha was not averse to sharing with aunt 
Sauer the benefits of the reputed "Air-cure" of 
Altenhall. She hoped that this proximity would 
dispose the aunt in her favor regarding the chil- 
dren-question, and that she would influence her 
nephew, who had been appointed their guardian, 
in her favor. And so it happened. The conscious- 
ness of personal guilt and the mellowing effect of 
age inclined the aunt to Bertha's view; she wrote 
her nephew accordingly, giving her reasons why 
the children should be left with Bertha and re- 
quested Wm to stop the legal process. She got 
fine welcome for her pains, however. Her nephew 
and manager replied that as guardian of the chil- 
dren he would not permit any interference in 
their education on the part of Roman or Jesuiti- 
cal priests: Madam Bertha had consented in 
writing that her children should be brought up 
Protestant; this paper is in evidence; the rea- 
sons which the woman now alleges against the 
document are valueless ; he would advise his aunt 
to look to her own faith more zealously than sug- 
gest to him such a procedure. If the trial should 
go against him and the Evangelical Confession 
he would appeal to the Supreme Court. He had 
been told by the itinerant preacher that the Cath- 
olics had assaulted the owner of the Alten-estate 
on Corpus-Christi day; would it be right to re- 
ward such a deed by handing over to them chil- 
dren who according to the law belong to the 



Digitized by 



Hazarding the Precious Gift of Faith 365 

Evangelical Church? Such was the answer of the 
brutal bigot, and Bertha knew henceforth what 
she had to face. The legal decision was handed 
to her the following winter; it read: "The chil- 
dren must be brought up Protestant !" To enforce 
the decree an order was appended obliging her to 
send her children regularly for Protestant re- 
ligious instruction to the school nearest to her res- 
idence. 

Even Bertha's lawyer saw no use in carrying 
the case further; the unhappy woman was forced 
to yield. The first time they were sent to the 
little village, the two children wept with their 
mother as she embraced and blessed and com- 
mended them fervently to their holy Guardian 
Angels and to the Blessed Mother of God. She 
had made up her mind not to say a word against 
the Protestant teacher nor preacher but to pray 
the more with her children. After all, they were 
still with her, that was some consolation. 

However, she was to be deprived of this con- 
solation also. It was on a mild day in March in 
the beginning of Lent; while Bertha and her 
daughter were working in the garden, her moth- 
er, the former proprietress of the Alten-estate 
was taking a walk to the site where once the chap- 
el stood. Of the little shrine only the founda- 
tions were left; the beautiful beech was half 
burnt, the other half was leafless and blackened. 
The image of the Madonna was placed in the most 
prominent part of what remained of the mighty 
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trunk; before it the still active old woman was 
want to say her Rosary. 

At all other times she was silent, shy, mistrust- 
ful and unsociable; she, who in her day was the 
energetic mistress of Altenhall, and who in her 
temerity dared to venture all upon the strength 
of her understanding and power of initiative. 
Perhaps she realized to what depths of misery her 
worldly wisdom had brought her and her family : 
how she had been deceived by the fair words and 
roseate prospects mouthed by strangers to sacri- 
fice her good and handsome daughter Bertha; 
how, misled by her pride, she had moved to the 
city, and sold and lost her estate. The sum total 
of her possession to date was an inconsiderable 
amount of idle money, an unhappy daughter, a 
gnawing, accusing conscience which no contri- 
tion could appease because what was done could 
never more be undone. The will and spirit of the 
proud woman were broken; if ever, it was now, 
in order to be saved from despair, she needed the 
priest, whom she once upon a time with presump- 
tuous wisdom essayed to instruct. 

She tried with prayer and patience to atone for 
what she had done. In this spirit she was rest- 
ing tired and sad at the foot of the tree, reciting 
her Rosary, with her eyes to the Madonna. Her 
grandchild sat by her side; he kept count of the 
decades; she could do it only with difficulty. It 
was a pleasure to him, and his ringing voice was 
heard to the very Hall. Just at this time the 
traveling preacher stopped at the house to look 
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around. He called upon Bertha also, asked to 
see the text and song-books of the children, 
spoke a few words to Bertha's daughter who look- 
ed at him demurely, and then asked the where- 
abouts of the boy. 

"He is gone down; to the chapel with his grand- 
mother!" the little girl answered at once. 

The preacher quickly turned his head. "What 
is he doing there?" he inquired, — "never mind, 
Fll go down and see for myself." — 

"And blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus, 
Who was crowned for us with thorns" — greeted 
the preacher as he approached. He looked soured 
and angry. 

"By what right do you ask this child to join 
you in Catholic prayers?" he cowed the old grand- 
mother, who not having noticed his coming, look- 
ed up frightened at the pale, dark-complexioned 
face, set off with a black beard and unshapely 
mouth. She answered : "Ha, I'm his grandmoth- 
er, privileged, I hope, to pray with my daughter's 
child!" 

"The child is a Protestant," he answered sharp- 
ly, "and you have no right to teach him prayers 
which are contrary to Evangelical belief." 

The old woman laughed strangely; her expres- 
sion became animated : "Who will forbid me to do 
so?" 

The preacher retreated a step and then ful- 
minated : "I the rightful pastor of the boy forbid 
you; you will comply with my command, or — " 
"Or what?" the woman asked with a threatening 
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look of insanity in her eye. She caught hold of 
the child tightly with her left arm, till from very 
pain it sought to unloose itself. 

"Or" — the preacher added, "I'll have recourse 
to means triiich will protect the child ! Now mind 
that, and don't you ever dare again to allow the 
child to join you in your Catholic prayers!" 

He left. The old granny stood there as if she 
meant to fly into the face of the solemn grandilo- 
quent minister; instead she burst out alaughing 
and bitterly commented: "This was something 
for your ears to have heard, Your Reverence, down 
in the village yonder ! You, I would not obey ; I re- 
fused your advice, presuming I knew better — and 
now I must suffer an insolent bigot, a stranger 
to me, to forbid me to pray with the very child of 
my daughter ! The drudge within the shepherd's 
hovel, the beggar-wench compelled to cry 'God 
bless you !' to every one she meets, has her grand- 
children at her beck and call — and I, the erst- 
while Lady of Altenhall, have come to this ! Ha, 
ha!" her words quivered with fury and despair. 

The preacher would not rest. Perhaps he argu- 
ed that children could not be brought up Protes- 
tant under the eyes of a Catholic mother and 
grandmother. Without any consideration for the 
claims and rights of nature, he planned to snap 
asunder with violence if necessary, these strong 
and holy ties. The children must be taken from 
the parent and be placed in a Protestant institu- 
tion. The guardian, of course, seconded the plan; 
in a couple of weeks the ominous writing was at 
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The Hall. Bertha's misery and that of her moth- 
er was indescribable; for the meantime, however, 
the children were not apprised of their fate, they 
were gradually to be prepared for the inevitable 
separation. Many a thing did the mother hurry 
to implant into their mind and heart, for she was 
not to see them again until they had been "con- 
firmed r 

It was Easter time! how like the voice of the 
dying sounded the Alleluja to her ears ! Tuesday 
of Easter-week the guardian came to Altenhall 
to get the boy and the girl. When they saw him 
entering the yard, they screamed with fear ; their 
mother and grandmother were weeping. 

Upon his coming into the room and roughly 
asking: "Are the children ready ?" they rushed 
to their mother sobbing and holding on to her. "0 
mother, mother, don't let him take us, help us, 
help us !" they cried. Again and again the younger 
child repeated: "O mother, let me not be taken 
away I promise I will be good, please, please !" 

Madam Bertha, pale as death, with her arms 
encircling her children, ceased to weep as she 
spoke: "It would be a shame and disgrace for me 
to give up my children willingly; I refuse to give 
them up ; brutal force alone can tear them from 
me!" 

"I beg to be spared these lugubriojus scenes!" 
the excited guardian exclaimed; "hand over the 
children!" 
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"Stand back from my children!" Bertha retort- 
ed in despair; unloosing them she stood their 
guard defying the heartless man to his face. 

White with rage he stepped to the door. "You 
silly trash!" he addressed them, "I'll not fuss 
around with you; I'll come again." Accordingly, 
he hastened to the village Court House. 

"I call for the police, I call for soldiers !" with 
these words he met George the mayor. Having 
beard his story and having examined the creden- 
tials of the guardian the mayor answered: "I'll 
go over myself with you." 

"As you please," the guardian muttered, "but 
where are the police?" 

"They are not needed," George replied em- 
phatically. He wished to save poor Bertha the 
notoriety of a police officer escorting her children 
thru the village. Entering their little room 
George found them all in tears ; it was a scene so 
pitiable as to soften even a stone. With much ef- 
fort he got them to listen to him. Finally, when 
he noticed how extremely the children feared to 
leave their home for a strange place in company 
with such a pale, dark-visaged, black-bearded es- 
cort, whose manners besides were repellent in- 
deed, and that this circumstance would deepen the 
agony of mother and grandmother when bidding 
their children God-speed from their ancestral 
home, he declared to the little ones who knew and 
loved him: "Do you know what? I'll go with you 
myself and then you don't have to be afraid." 
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The four little eyes looked at him trustfully; 
the children were somewhat quieted. 

"Where are the children to be sent?" George 
inquired of the guardian, who was much put out 
by the mayor's arrangement. 

"To Gottbach on the Rhine," the man replied 
with a look of contempt and mockery; "you'll 
hardly travel so far with them." 

Pretending not to have heard the last remark, 
he inquired: "Why are the children to be sent so 
far away? Surely you have institutions of the 
kind nearer home !" 

"As their warden, I have selected the place 
mentioned as preferable to others, for which I am 
answerable to my conscience only," the fellow 
gruffly replied. George retorted angrily: "You 
wish to separate the children from their mother 
thoroughly; to take from her the possibility of 
visiting them, that is the reason for your inhu- 
man choice." 

"Lord Mayor, you have no right to criticize 
me," the custodian caustically interrupted ; "your 
duty is merely to assist me." 

George did not care to pursue the impudence 
of the fellow; turning to Bertha and her children 
he said: "I'll accompany them to Gottbach." 

The little ones clung to him as a friend. It was 
agreed they would start off in the morning. 

That night the grandmother who shared her 
daughter's room, was suddenly aroused from 
sleep by a dull sound. She lit the lamp. Bertha 
was lying on the floor at the foot of the bed in a 
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stupor. Without thinking of sleep she had spent 
the night upon her knees in prayer in a last ef- 
fort to force a miracle from heaven, which might 
undo the consequence of that fraughted hour, 
when in submission to the threats of her hus- 
band she signed over her children to Protestant 
auspices. But when the misfortune is caused by 
one's own doing, God will work no miracle to 
avert the results. There is but one way to be 
saved from entanglements, bitter experience and 
a progeny of evil, namely, to hold fast to the laws 
of God and the dictates of conscience, and not to 
overstep the line of duty by even a finger's 
breadth. This, and all this, God expects from us. 

Her sorrow, her appeals to the mercy of God 
to save her children from the Protestant home, 
availed nothing. 

At early dawn, Bertha, who had been brought 
to by her mother, awakened the children. With 
them she attended Mass, which, as is custom in the 
country, was said early. Her eyes were aflame as 
she addressed her children: "Come with me now 
to Holy Mass that I may offer you once more to 
Our Savior. No one shall prevent me from offering 
you to Him in the Holy Sacrifice, to Him in the 
Holy Sacrament — not all the powers of hell ! When 
you are there, pray, my children, pray with all 
your heart that God may keep you in the Holy 
Catholic Church...." 

She was stopped by her tears; looking at the 
graves lying within the shadow of the church, she 
sighed : "Truly, it would be easier for me to bring 
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my children to burial, than it is now for me to 
bring them living, — to their last Mass!" 

During the Mass the school-children sang with 
loud and cheerful voices beautiful popular hymns. 
How happy they were and secure in their Catholic 
homes; they did not realize their blessing! Never 
a condemned criminal spent the last half -hour of 
his life more fervently imploring God for mercy 
than did Bertha the time of this Mass. When it 
was over, she remained awhile longer till the 
church was empty. Then with her children she 
went up to the High Altar and all knelt down. 
Again she recommended them to the Sacred 
Heart and made them promise always to believe 
in the Most Holy Sacrament and never to say or 
think anything contrary to the dogma. Next she 
led her little ones so soon to be orphaned, to the 
altar of Mary and commended them to her, then 
to the altar of the Angel Guardian; they passed 
the Confessional in which the little daughter had 
confessed several times, and went to the Bap- 
tismal Font where the unhappy mother herself 
had been baptized and made a child of the Church. 

At the threshold of the church she sprinkled 
them with Holy Water and spoke to them in 
tears ; "Now then, my dear ones, look around you 
once more, mark how our church looks — never 
forget it, visit it often in spirit, for it is God's 
house, our Savior's house; wherever you are, 
pray that some day He may bless you again with- 
in its walls. No one can forbid you that!" she 
added. 
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They visited in turn the grave of her father 
and of Melchior; finally she ventured into the 
priest-house. "My poor children beg your bless- 
ing as a farewell," she pleaded, as she knelt down 
before the priest, "do not refuse it to them; they 
at least are guiltless. Blame me for all ; had I re- 
fused my consent all this misery would have been 
avoided. I am willing to pray and do penance as 
long as I live, to pray and suffer, just so my chil- 
dren be not lost to the Church " 

The priest profoundly moved blessed the chil- 
dren. When they were gone, he approached the 
crucifix in his study and solemnly vowed : "My 
dearest Lord and Savior Crucified, I promise 
Thee that all my life I will do what I can to make 
impossible the repetition of such a misfortune. 
I'll spare neither time nor labor to impress upon 
my congregation by proof and example the danger 
and evil of mixed marriages nowadays. In sea- 
son and out of season I will do all I can in each 
case to persuade the Catholic party to give the 
Protestant up. Daily I will pray and have others 
pray that all marriages in our parish in future 
may be blessed with the unity of our Holy 
Faith." 

It was near nine o'clock. The hour for Bertha 
and her children was at hand. With what un- 
speakable sorrow they looked at their mother; 
how they embraced her and held her fast; how 
they wept! All to no purpose. "Be quick," 
George advised, who looked on pitying, "they're 
not going to another world." 
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The guardian, the heartless fellow, withdrew 
for the meantime, the better to control his con- 
tempt and anger in witnessing so pathetic a part- 
ing. The whole scene was to him and his party 
a rebuke and slap in the face. At last the chil- 
dren were got on the wagon in company with 
George and their custodian; a last kiss from the 
mother, a last significant look from her, and all 
was over ; the horses were off on their way. For a 
short while there was a looking back; once more 
the voices of the children were faintly heard — 
then the wagon disappeared at the bend of a road 
behind a hill, and they were gone as in a dream. 

11. Another Scene in the Tragedy 

Sobbing, Bertha swooned into the arms of her 
mother, who broke out into a shrill laughter. In- 
sanity, which had been upon the old woman for 
some time, now fully possessed her. The proud 
spirit of the Lady of Altenhall had succumbed 
to overwhelming woe. She had realized for 
years that first of all and principally she was re- 
sponsible for the misery which was crushing her 
whole family. The more this was impressed upon 
her, the more sullen and introspective she be- 
came, the heavier became the weight of the aw- 
ful conviction. The strength of her mind was 
unequal to the burden. While Bertha kneeling at 
her bed was loudly bewailing her sorrow, the old 
mother with idiotic eye was looking on; as soon, 
however, as her ear caught an allusion in her 
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daughter's prayer to the children, her eye lit up 
with an uncanny and unholy fire. The old granny 
now spoke consolingly: "Bst, bst, my Berthaly 
go quietly to sleep, I'll kill all these wicked 
people, I'll bring you back your children, and then 
you'll get well again." 

It was the following day. Bertha had just re- 
turned from the priest whom she had visited to 
tell about her mother and ask his advice in regard 
to her. While she was putting on her house-dress, 
the old mother crept down the stairs unnoticed. 
That very time the old aunt, the first guest of 
The Hall, was taking a walk in the garden. Dur- 
ing the last trying days she had purposely held 
aloof from Bertha. She strove to lull and soothe 
the remorse she felt for having been chief ac- 
complice in the ruin of the unfortunate woman. 
Leisurely she walked, until she came to the well 
directly in front of the livingroom of the new 
owner, where she stopped. From here she looked 
off into the garden attracted by and charmed with 
the first signs of coming spring. With the stealthy 
tread of a cat, the insane granny approached 
the aunt; murder was in her eyes. Now — a few 
steps more, — Aunt Sauer frightened was just 
about to turn around — but before she could wince 
or turn, the fingers of the granny were closing 
vise-like round her throat ; a gurgling moan was 
heard ; then the crazy woman exulted : "You were 
cunning indeed to have beaten me out of children 
and home, but I am more cunning still, for I will 
beat you out of life." With a maniac's strength 
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she held the unfortunate woman in her grasp and 
throttled and choked her till she lay dead on the 
ground. A cry of alarm was sounded. The land- 
lord and his wife rushed out and dragged the in- 
sane woman from her victim. She only laughed 
at them: "Ha, ha! you're too late; I have beaten 
you all." Pointing to the corpse she continued: 
"This is the very place where she stood the first 
time she came to this farm. Here it was she ask- 
ed me for a glass of milk ; I gave it to her. I gave 
milk to a serpent. I was the first, the ablest, the 
wisest landlady, she wished to outdo me. She 
took my estate from me, but I am proprietress 
again, Lady of Altenhall; yes — I am the legiti- 
mate owner, not she, do you understand? Hurry 
now," she enjoined the man, "spread the news in 
the village ; the Lady of Altenhall is proprietress 
again of her estate, and tell the priest also, and 
tell him, I am wiser than he after all, even if he 
will not believe it." 

Such nonsense and more came gushing from the 
mouth of the crazy woman. The doctors who 
were called to examine her, pronounced her in- 
sane and ordered that she be sent to an asylum. 
It would be impossible to describe the consterna- 
tion of Bertha when she heard of the murderous 
deed and how it added to her grief. Immediately 
she telegraphed for Clara. Next day, she and 
the youngest sister, Elizabeth, arrived. They had 
all they could do to console their severely tried 
sister. The nephew of the murdered woman had 
also come ; the telegram had reached him just as 
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he and George were leading the children into the 
institution. When informed that the granny who 
committed the act, had been declared insane, he 
remarked: "I don't believe it; she feigned insan- 
ity merely to escape punishment; I'll not rest un- 
til she is sent to the penitentiary." His hatred of 
the murderess and of all things "Roman" affected 
him a great deal more, it seemed, than his sor- 
row for his aunt deceased, whose property he now 
inherited. 

After the body of Aunt Sauer had been 
taken away from Altenhall, Bertha disclosed 
to Clara the secret which the deceased had com- 
mitted to her about the young painter and handed 
her the medal and other mementoes which belong- 
ed to him. "I will never meet him again," she ob- 
served upon Clara's refusal to accept the souve- 
nirs ; "death is knocking at my heart. You, how- 
ever, I'm sure, will meet him sometime. Maybe 
God will grant him the grace to find again the 
faith of which he had been robbed, — and then, 
Clara, then, — But first of all you must make him 
acquainted with the story of his childhood. The 
aunt is dead, therefore you can speak freely. It 
will be an immense consolation to the poor man 
to hear something about his parents, about his 
mother. But excuse Aunt Sauer as much as pos- 
sible ; her end was frightful enough ; no doubt she 
had acted against the law and her conscience, but 
others were equally guilty." Clara took the me- 
mentoes and promised to look up the address of 
the artist in Rome, where he was then living. 
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Recollecting what the youth had told her of his 
craving for a mother's love, and granting what 
was by no means impossible that the mother was 
still alive and active, Clara trembled with joy in 
anticipation of the meeting between the two. 
There was another reason also, to fan into a flame- 
her sympathetic love, but of this she was as yet 
hardly conscious. Elizabeth, the youngest sister, 
was facing another way, namely the Path of 
Christian Perfection. If her reserved, pious and 
humble disposition inclined her from girlhood to 
conventual life as the ideal of true earthly hap- 
piness, she was strengthened the more in her in- 
clination and purpose by the terrible things she 
had just witnessed : the forcible abduction of the 
children of poor Bertha her sister and the appal- 
ling climax in her mother's life of being confined 
among the violently insane. She determined, 
therefore, as soon as possible to resign her posi- 
tion and enter the Congregation of the Sisters of 
Charity. 

George hurried back as soon as he could. He 
wished to console Bertha and was anxious 
to inform her about the children. He related 
tenderly and in a way to spare her, the story of 
their arrival and reception at the institute; he 
did not mention, however, how bitterly the chil- 
dren wept whenhe left them. To comforther some- 
what he said : "Bertha, your children are not en- 
tirely strangers at the school. When I introduced 
them to the warden of theplace, he welcomed them 
saying: 'Well, you're not the only ones here; 
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there are a dozen and a half more from all parts 
of the country who till their admittance here had 
been Catholics.' Children of mixed marriages and 
Catholic orphans are received only if they come 
from afar; this is done first of all, in order to 
•keep the asylum, which receives no patronage 
from the vincinity, supplied, and secondly, to safe- 
guard the inmates against interference from 
priests and relatives who might have some claim 
upon them. Personally, I like this foster-father a 
hundred times better than that preacher at Alten- 
ball; because when he saw me cpming with the 
children he remarked feelingly : 'Well, well, more 
Catholic children to provide for; how strange, 
when it should be our first duty to look after the 
Evangelical children, the victims of want and 
vice, in the neighborhood. But of course, there's 
nothing like a fresh catch!' I spoke earnestly to 
him to be good to your children and pressed his 
hand with a gift ; he promised to look after them 
and to write to me often about them." 

Bertha listened to all this in a half -stupid way; 
she was sitting in a rocker, her spirit complete- 
ly crushed. Her furtive glances betrayed that the 
silence around her was oppressive and that she 
was looking for her children. When the mayor 
left, she gave him her feverish hand and 
said : "George, a thousand thanks for all. Surely 
you'll promise me, you'll look after my children, 
even then when I — am no more?" 

"Bertha, how strange you talk!" he replied. 
But she insisted, until he solemnly promised that 
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he would be a father to her chlidren as long as he 
lived. 

"God will reward you ; now, then, let come what 
will," she whispered somewhat consoled. 

The next day she was very sick; the day after 
the doctor gave her up ; "she has quick consump- 
tion/' he said ; so the priest was called. Clara and 
Elizabeth remained with her of course to the 
end. Low Sunday before Mass, she received 
Holy Viaticum. During the whole course of the 
fever her prayer was an act of Contrition for the 
one misstep of her life, an appeal to God's 
mercy for herself and her offspring. While the 
village children were receiving their Savior for 
the first tiftie on their First Communion Day and 
all was joy and jubilation in the parish, the young 
widow was in her last agony and still calling for 
her little ones : They must come, she must bid 
them good-by and bless them before she dies. . . 
she is their mother, she wants her children. Then 
she denounced the monsters to God who had rob- 
bed her of her children and summoned them to 
judgment on the Last Day. 

It was afternoon of Low Sunday. A procession 
in white festival array, was wending its way to 
the ruins of the little Alten-chapel. It was made 
up of the First Communicants and the Commun- 
icants of the year before; accordinj to an ancient 
custom they were coming out led by their teacher, 
to greet and to do honor to Mary the Mother of 
God before her image in the beech. The priest 
in the meantime was assisting poor Bertha in her 
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last hour. The song of the children began, their 
high, ringing voices carried the words into the 
open window at The Hall : 

" 'Twas for us, Thy interceding, 
Let the children come to Me; 
Then, dear Jesus, hear our pleading, 
Suffer us to come to Thee. 
Keep our band forever childlike, 
Pure and in humility!" 

The sick woman opened her eyes and listened. 
Her glazing look wandered about the room. 

"Where are my children?" she begged with har- 
rowing earnestness ; "my children, I want them by 
me!" 

Her pastor stooped to speak to her, but she call- 
ed again with a loud voice : "My little children !" 
Then with her eyes breaking in death she sank 
heavily into her pillow. Immediately Clara put 
the Blessed Candle into her hand; Elizabeth 
sprinkled her with Holy Water ; the priest recit- 
ed the prayers for the dying and imparted the 
Last Blessing; a moment after Bertha was dead. 
Under the beech tree the children with religious 
happiness were joyfully singing the second verse : 

"Guard our bark 'gainst tortuous straying, 
Hold it to the star of faith. 
Tis the burden of our praying, 
Jesus, to love Thee till death ; 
Tis our song's refrain, 0 Mother ! 
Thine to be eternally!" 
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12. Mother and Son 

On the outskirts of a city there stood a large 
Old Folks Home where old men and women were 
received and cared for the rest of their lives. 
Many of the inmates of the Home were busy in an 
adjoining garden and field garnering fruit for the 
winter, for the harvest was ripe and the autumn 
afternoon most inviting. In confidential gossip 
they worked side by side with the Sisters, happy to 
be of assistance and proud in being recognized. 
Sister Callista especially, was prodigal of praise; 
just now she gratefully^ acknowledged the small 
tribute to her basket from the trembling hands of 
an old feeble mother; she had a pleasant word 
for all. 

This Sister Callista is Elizabeth, the youngest 
daughter of the ill-fated mistress of Altenhall. 
Upon her entrance into the Community the moth- 
er Superioress was quick to notice in the soul of 
the aspirant the gifts and the generosity which 
would help the novice to become a bride of Christ 
and a martyr of charity. Under her excellent 
guidance Callista had now become a good and 
thorough member of the Congregation. 

The clock struck four in the turret of the hos- 
pital. It announced a recess for the old folks and 
a lunch awaiting them in the dining room. One 
of the old women with feeble steps, went to the 
chapel instead. There was something about her 
to mark her a woman of refinement ; her clothing, 
too, was different from that of the others. 
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"This pious Mrs. Harm," the Superioress re- 
marked to Sister Monica, "is again going to pray- 
er instead of to her coffee. May God console her." 

"And answer her prayer," Callista added. 

"She herself hardly believes it possible," the 
Superioress replied. 

Callista said nothing more. The Venerable 
Mother knew the full history of the aged widow, 
how and why she had come to them, but she kept 
it to herself. All that the Sister knew was that 
the poor grieving woman was not from the city, 
but that she was a stranger who had been picked 
up and brought to the hospital because she was 
somewhat out of her mind and had been found 
wandering about. There was this about her piety 
that she prayed the Rosary of the Joyful Myster- 
ies with especial attention to and repetition of the 
verse: "Whom seeking, thou didst find again in 
the Temple." 

"Sister Callista, will you please go to the chapel 
to look after the candles ; trim them and remove 
the drippings and see that everything is in order; 
you can make your visit at the same time," the 
Superioress gently commanded. The Sister did 
as she was bidden, while Mrs. Harm was praying 
in the back of the church. There was nothing to 
break the silence of the holy place but every now 
and then the mother's appeal : "Whom thou didst 
find again in the Temple — Holy Mary, Mother of 
God, pray for us sinners — and help me also find 
my son." This very moment the chapel door creak- 
ed and some one entered. The sister without 
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looking, continued to pray. Presently she heard 
a deep sobbing sound; she turned and was as- 
tonished at what she saw. A man was slowly 
walking down the aisle past the old lady, who in- 
stantly sprang up and pursued him, and with in- 
describable emotion in face and voice, before he 
could settle to kneel in prayer, exclaimed stretch- 
ing out her arms toward him : "Francis, my dar- 
ling child, have you found the way to your moth- 
er?" The man surprised and frightened looked at 
the woman a minute. But Sister Callista was al- 
ready at her side ; gently tugging at her arm, she 
said to her quietly : "Good mother, see, you have 
frightened the gentleman, come with me." The 
stranger was taken with the sound of the Sister's 
voice, and eying her closely with his dark 
eyes, he whispered her name : "Elizabeth !" Hear- 
ing her baptismal name pronounced, she looked 
him in the face — it was the painter, he who had 
so often visited Altenhall in company with Aunt 
Sauer and her nephew. With a genuflection to- 
ward the altar she beckoned the artist to follow. 

The old lady radiant with joy accompanied 
them out. At the chapel door she turned quickly 
around and with tears in her eyes thanked the 
Mother of God once more. "What ails the old 
woman?" the man inquired. Like a lightning 
flash the story of the aunt's disclosure to Bertha 
about the painter's parentage, shot thru her 
mind, therefore she answered briefly: "Come 
with me to the Superioress." 
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The latter was informed of what had occurred. 
All this while old mother Harm, wringing her 
hands, was looking at the young man and affirm- 
ing : "He is my son, he looks like his father, and 
oh! he will not even recognize me!" Having fur- 
tively looked over the form and face of the old 
woman the artist said : "With infinite joy would 
I greet you as my mother, if I were certain you 
were she; but who will or can attest the fact?" 
The Superioress to help matters along asked for 
the story. "Tell your son, little mother, how you 
came to lose him ; it may enlighten him." 

In a simple, touching way Mrs. Harm told of 
her flight with her husbad, of their lay-over in 
Coblentz, of the accident shortly after to their 
child; who fell from the vehicle and broke its 
leg. — The painter was struck by the coin- 
cidence — was not his injured leg lame 
to this very day? — She related how the child 
was left behind because her husband would 
not wait to have it attended to; that therefore 
it was left in charge of a woman who had 
witnessed the accident and who solemnly 
promised to restore the child to her when it was 
well again; that she hung a medal of the Blessed 
Virgin and a Rosary around its neck as a remem- 
brance. She went on to tell about her husband's 
sojourn in Paris, where after ten years he died in 
misery and want. Her one comfort at the time 
was this, that in answer to her prayers he had 
received the Last Sacraments before death. Im- 
mediately after, she determined to find her 
Francis of whom she had heard nothing for years. 
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Unfortunately, all her money had been spent in 
making up the defalcations of her husband, be- 
cause she wished to leave her son an unspotted 
name; therefore she was obliged to remain in 
France until she had saved money enough to pur- 
sue her quest. Finally, when she got back to Cob- 
lentz in Germany, all trace of her son was lost. 
She made inquiries at all the Catholic orphanages 
along the Rhine; none of them had heard of 
Francis. In the course of her travels she came 
into this neigborhood where she was taken sick; 
some good people found her and brought her to 
this Old People's Home for the meantime. 

The painter asked : "But why did you seek me 
— your son — in Catholic and not in Protestant in- 
stitutions ?" 

"Because you were baptized Catholic, Francis," 
the mother replied, "and because your parents 
were Catholic. I told this to the woman who of- 
fered to look after you, explicitly, and for this 
reason did I put around your neck my medal and 
rosary which I had worn from childhood." 

Greatly perplexed the artist replied: "My 
doubts are increasing. I know nothing of such 
mementoes and, moreover, I was told a hundred 
times that I was a Protestant, and I know that I 
was reared and confirmed a Protestant." 

"Holy God in heaven, to Thee I refer the crime 
committed against my son!" the woman cried. 
Just then Sister CaHista stepped into the room and 
said something to the Superioress. Thereupon the 
latter remarked : "The riddle will soon be solved. 
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Sister Callista has sent for Miss Clara from 
whom she had a visit only the other day. Miss 
Clara will be able to tell you many things concern- 
ing your childhood, and you will then be able to 
determine whether or not the presumption of Mrs. 
Harm is well-grounded. How happy we all would 
be if the good mother's prayer were heard at last; 
if after these many years of seeking she found 
her son." Hardly had the Venerable Mother finish- 
ed, when there was a knocking at the door ; it was 
Clara. The maiden's face became crimson red 
when she beheld the painter who had often since 
been in her mind but whom she expected never 
to meet again when she bid him good-by years 
ago. She never regretted havingrefused him at the 
time because she abhorred mixed marriages; on 
the contrary, the pain she felt in denying him was 
absorbed by a soothing peace and by a joy which 
a good conscience alone can afford. Now she 
stood facing him again; grave, self-possessed, 
with hardly a sign of agitation he extended his 
hand, greeted her and interchanged a few formal- 
ities, till Clara was ready to disclose to him the 
secret of Aunt Sauer. However, before she could 
begin, the old mother went on her knees and 
pleaded : "Is this my son, my darling Francis, or 
not?" 

"Dear mother," Clara answered loudly and 
solemnly, "if these things are yours, he is your 
son." She drew from her pocket a medal of the 
Immaculate Conception and a much-worn rosary. 
Locking at the rosary closely for a minute 
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and at the ribbon upon which the medal 
was strung, she raised her hands to hea- 
ven and with a cry of exultation, "0 my son, 
my child !" flung herself into Francis 1 arms. Then 
only when the first ecstasy of reunion had some- 
what subsided was she ready to listen to Clara's 
rehearsal of the aunt's story. The girl concluded 
by begging mother and son to temper their indig- 
nation against the ill-fated aunt with mercy and to 
forgive her. "You have not appealed to the Bless- 
ed Mother in vain," the delighted Superioress re- 
marked; "even as you have asked thousands of 
times, 'Whom thou hast found again in the Tem- 
ple/ so in the temple, in the sanctuary, you have 
found your son. It is a miracle." 

"Yes, and therf ore let us go immediately to the 
chapel to thank God," Mother Harm invited; 
"come with me, all, and help me to do so, my 
heart alone cannot fulfill the task." "Mother, we 
will !" It was Francis who responded. Clara look- 
ed at him surprised. Did he not tell her years 
ago that he was a Protestant; that he was an in- 
fidel. She permitted him to precede her into the 
chapel and was astonished at what she saw and 
heard. He gave Holy Water to his mother, cross- 
ed himself devoutly, genuflected to the Blessed 
Sacrament, and then joined sonorously in the 
Salve Regina, which his mother in the excess of 
her joy intoned aloud. Francis was indeed a 
member of the Church! Was it possible, was it 
conceivable, — such a happiness, such a grace ! So 
it was. 
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He related that while studying in Rome as 
a prize scholar, he got to know and was admit- 
ted into the Holy Catholic Church ; from that time 
onward he was contented and happy, with the 
exception of one wish which he hoped yet to re- 
alize. He looked straight at Clara as he said 
this, so that she unwillingly blushed and dropped 
ber head. Of course, there was no obstacle now 
intervening. That refusal at the Alten-chapel 
was the indirect cause of his present happiness. 
Nor is this so remarkable. Because they were 
willing to go their separate ways in spite of the 
sacrifice entailed, did God in His infinite wisdom 
direct them to a common and fortunate goal. 



The Refrain 

It is the month of Mary ; another six years have 
elapsed. The May devotions to the Queen of hea- 
ven and earth, The Ever Virgin, are in progress. 
Wreathed with daffodils and lilies of the valley, 
roses and marigolds, the verdant sprigs from 
birch and bush, within an atmosphere of flowery 
fragrance, enhaloed with the glow of many can- 
dles, the image of the Blessed Virgin looks radiant- 
ly down upon the worshipers who throng the vil- 
lage chapel and whose song is wafted far and 
wide: "All hail to thee, Virgin, Star of the sea:" 

When the devotions were over and the people 
were streaming homeward, the eyes of many were 
fixed upon a beautiful girl about sixteen or seven- 
teen years of age, who was leaving the church 
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devoutly and modestly in company with George, 
the mayor; she bore the peaceful and happy 
countenance of a good Catholic maiden. 

There was a whispering among the people: 
That very morning the girl had made her Pro- 
fession of Faith and was solemnly readmitted to 
the bosom of the Holy Church from which she had 
been torn by the machinations of wicked relatives. 
She is the eldest child of the prematurely deceas- 
ed Madam Bertha. It is owing to the prayers of 
her mother and of many others and to the sacri- 
fice of her aunt Elizabeth who is serving God as a 
Sister of Charity, that the maiden had preserved 
deep down in her soul the germ of faith, despite 
all that was done during many years to stifle it, 
in the orphanage into which she had been forced. 
Her bigoted guardian and the itinerant preacher 
have tried their best since the day of her release 
from The Home to place her amid non^Catholic 
environments. The energetic opposition, how- 
ever, of the painter, who threatened to expose 
Aunt Sauer and those in collusion with her, of the 
dastardly deed committed against his mother and 
himself, spoiled the plan of these two haters of 
the Church. This is how it happened that Ber- 
tha's daughter was permitted to return to the vil- 
lage. The mayor welcomed her to his home and 
treated her as an adopted child; a year later, to 
the joy of the whole parish, she begged of her own 
accord to be readmitted into the Holy Catholic 
Church. Her brother is still at the asylum and will 
be confirmed next year. He is continually longing 
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for his sister. Will he also return to the Church? 
No one can answer this as yet, but all are praying 
that it will be so and that he will find his way back 
to the Heart of Jesus and to the bosom of the 
Blessed Mother Mary. The work of retracing one's 
steps oftentimes takes half a life and costs sorrows 
and worries and sacrifices unspeakable before the 
goal is reached ; to the very day of death the soul 
shudders in retrospect of the obstacles it en- 
countered and of the dangers it escaped; this is 
evident from the story of the conversion of those 
whose life is matter of public record or of history. 
And yet on all sides and all around them there are 
happy families who know nothing about these 
tortures of the soul. In the security of such 
homes, the child is reared, and no matter how 
poor it be, no one will interfere with its religious 
belief and training. These are the homes where 
father and mother believe alike. It is from mixed 
marriages, which the Church so constantly disap- 
proves of and which nowadays are so favored as a 
means of protestantizing Catholic countries, that 
the worst of evils result. Upon the ordinary fam- 
ily life so heavily burdened already, these wretch- 
ed marriages place a new load, on account of 
which the majority who enter into them are 
crushed to the ground never to rise again. 

There is little else to relate. Clara and Fran- 
cis are happily married. Elizabeth— Callista— 
has been made Superioress. The old proprietress 
of Altenhall died some years ago in the Insane 
Asylum. She had a lucid interval before death 
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during which she received the Last Sacraments; 
the consciousness of her grievous guilt toward 
Bertha her daughter and of the dread account 
she must render to God, came back to her at the 
same time. 

The beautiful Alten-estate has passed to Prot- 
estant hands and has become the center of a Sec- 
tarian missionary propaganda in a neighborhood 
which at one time was wholly Catholic. Strangers 
have moved into the village ; the first mixed mar- 
riage was followed by others; poor Protestant 
families with numerous children have been lured 
to the place, so that now they have their own 
school and the Catholics are obliged to safeguard 
their interests against aliens, and all this in a 
place where but a few years before it was consid- 
ered an impossibility that the peace and right of 
the villagers could or would ever be encroached 
upon. The preacher at The Hall may look down 
triumphantly upon the ruins of the Alten-chapel 
and upon the village and speculate how long it will 
be before they have a Protestant mayor. He has no 
use for George : he hates him because he respects 
and fears him; because the latter is uncompro- 
mising on all questions of right and duty. The 
preacher knows that with him his glib phrases 
"confessional harmony," "disturbance of peace," 
"exciting the minds," effect nothing. George knows 
that they are meant merely to cloak over infringe- 
ments of Catholic rights. The nephew of Aunt 
Sauer is prospering in the city; he still finds the 
exploitation of his employees most profitable. His 
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Protestant standing, which as a principle exerts 
itself only in the hatred of all things "Roman," 
has secured him a large circle of friends; his con- 
science does not worry him at all, because, as he 
says, he is free to believe whatever he pleases, — 
and the more so, for the reason that he sees the 
"blessing of God" meted out to him in so "large 
a measure." With what face he will stand before 
the tribunal of God on judgment day to answer 
for his sins and for his persecution of Sister 
Elizabeth-Callista, it were hard to tell. A well- 
known text in Holy Scripture says : "They have 
received their reward." It must have been writ- 
ten for a purpose. This, however, is certain and 
may serve as the moral to this story which in all 
its essential points was taken from real life, name- 
ly : Could Bertha and her mother come back from 
the grave, they would rather die than do again 
what they had done ; not only that, but they would 
conjure their fellow-Catholics : "For the sake of 
God, for the sake of your soul, to insure your hap- 
piness here and hereafter, in the name of all that 
is dear to you and sacred, we beseech you to hear 
the voice of the Church when she warns : 

"Beware of Mixed Marriages!" 
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Salve Regina! 

At, an unwonted hour the bell of the Cistercian 
Abbey of Maulbronn summoned the monks to 
Chapter. The bare Assembly Hall, overarched by 
a wonderful airy, star-spangled gothic canopy 
that rested upon slender, graceful pillars, was 
soon filled with the white-habited fathers 
and brothers. Othmar the prior, John 
Sebastian the sub^prior, and Sebastian of 
Waiblingen the bursar, sat in the front stalls. 
The latter was casting impatient glances toward 
the door to see if the abbot who had called the 
meeting, was coming. "He is still in the church," 
his neighbor whispered. The words were hardly 
spoken when the little door leading from the sac- 
risty to the Chapter opened. The tall and vener- 
able form of a monk was seen noiselessly to enter 
and to occupy the abbot's place, whence amid a 
flood of green and golden light pouring thru the 
mullioned windows of St. John's Chapel down up- 
on him, with his left hand upon his pectoral cross, 
he calmly surveyed his Congregation of Religious. 

It was John, the ninth abbot of that name of 
Maulbronn; he was born in Lienzing, therefore 
almost within the shadows of the monastery. He 
began his address by telling them that an hour ago 
he had dismissed from the Order the master of 
fisheries and at the same time had subjected to 
corporal punishment two of the baker apprentices. 
He admitted that in view of the unsettled times, 
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of the spirit of rebellion rampant against the 
Church everywhere and of the many heresies 
cropping up fostered by the civil authorities, in- 
dividual acts of gross disobedience were by no 
means so rare that a special Chapter was neces- 
sary for their consideration. But in the present 
instance the breach was extraordinary. A crime 
had been committed in Maulbronn such as had 
never before been dreamt of within the abbey nor 
in any other abbey of the Order which to this 
very day has been the fairest jewel in the crown 
of St. Bernard of Clairvaux. 

THE MOST BLESSED VIRGIN MARY, THE 
MOTHER OF OUR LORD JESUS CHRIST, 
WAS INSULTED — INSULTED WITHIN 
THESE WALLS, within this sanctuary dedicated 
to her and her Son. 

So spoke the abbot to his auditors silent as 
death. Everyone of them, even the last lay-broth- 
er in the room, understood the import of the ter- 
rible charge which the sorrow-stricken Superior 
had uttered in words barely audible, as if he had 
been in some way responsible for the sacrilege. 
His grief, his just indignation, his painful sur- 
prise were shared by all. 

"I dare not repeat to you the blasphemy ver- 
batim," he continued after having paused a while, 
"but this I consider an immediate and most sacred 
duty incumbent upon me and upon you, my breth- 
ren here assembled, in the name of our abbey and 
by way of atonement for the crime, solemnly to 
declare : 
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"We believe and profess that the Ever Virgin 
Mary was conceived without sin and was chosen 
from among women by the Most Blessed Trin- 
ity to conceive, to bear and to nourish the Son of 
God; we believe and profess that the Virgin 
Mary on account of her intimate and inseparable 
connection with her Divine Son is blessed above 
all times, and we consider a terrible blasphemy 
the avowal of unhallowed and accursed lips that 
Mary is a woman like others, tainted like others 
and that honoring her is derogatory to God, and 
is idolatry !" From their gleaming eyes and burn- 
ing faces the abbot was aware how in accord with 
him his brethren were in sentiment. He continu- 
ed: "In the first chapter, sixteenth verse of St. 
Matthew we read: 'Mary, of whom was born 
Jesus, Who is called Christ/ In these words the 
holy Evangelist proclaimed to the world the peace 
and dignity of Mary. They include the im- 
measurable heights and the unfathomable depths 
of her election and prerogatives. Therefore is 
her life inseparable from the life of the Savior 
of man ; who denies Him, denies her; who de- 
spises her, despises Him. For four thousand 
years mankind languished and sighed for a 
Redeemer, but this longing and crying was first 
of all for Mary the Virgin, because the prophecy 
'A Virgin will bear a Son' was awaiting its ful- 
fillment in her. Therefore was she full of grace 
from her very conception and not even for an in- 
stant had Satan dominion over her; — indeed, a 
contrary belief is abhorrent to Christian minds in 
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regard to her who was chosen to be the Spouse of 
the Holy Ghost and the Mother of Christ, the 
Holy of Holies, Whom the angels trembling, adore. 
Honoring the Virgin Mary was a mark of the true 
Church from the beginning; you, Venerable 
Brethren, from your studies and lectures know 
how thoroughly this is attested in the writings 
of Saints Cyril, Augustine, Basil, Ephrem, Am- 
brose, John Chrysostom, Leo the Great, Gregory 
the Great, Ildephonse, Sophronius, Peter Chry- 
sologus and countless other witnesses. In the 
words of St* Cyril of Alexandria, Mary is the 
support of Catholic truth, and its proof. Was 
not the mystery of the Incarnation of the Son 
of God accomplished within her and was not she 
the first to proclaim it to the world? Who refuses 
to believe Mary the Mother of God, refuses to be- 
lieve Jesus *the Son of God. But for that very 
reason, we praise her Divine Son and profess our 
faith in Him, when we praise His Mother. Every 
'Hail Mary' lifts the soul to Him dwelling in the 
bosom of the Father from all eternity, who dis- 
dained not when the time had come to dwell in the 
immaculate womb of the Virgin Mary. This is 
the reason that a revolt against Jesus Christ is at 
the same time a revolt against his Holy Mother, 
and that to despise and contemn her is the sequel 
of every heresy. Not to appreciate the Mother 
is not to appreciate the Son, because He that gave 
us the Fourth Commandment was the first Who 
by word and example taught us to love and honor 
her. This is the faith of all Christendom ; to up- 
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hold and to propagate this truth is the principal 
work of our Order, whose most illustrious son, 
St. Bernard, was also a most devoted son and 
the apostle of the Virgin Mary. We, the members 
of the Congregation of Maulbronn, must remem- 
ber that we belong to the Diocese of Spires — " 

Bursar Sebastian emitted a forcible cough to 
mark his dissent to the last statement; those near 
him heard him grunt: "Wirtemberg." 

The prior, sub-prior and bursar having stalls 
nearest the abbot, the latter was disturbed by the 
whisper of the bursar but only for a moment; 
looking at his brethren with a calm, benignant 
eye he continued : "We insist upon our affiliation 
with the bishopric of Spires in the cathedral of 
which our blessed father Bernard of Clairvaux 
preached the praises of the Mother of God; we 
wish to remain true children of Mary and of her 
Divine Son. Therefore let us go to the Abbey 
Church and before her shrine beg pardon for the 
insult offered her withirt these precincts." 

A quarter of an hour later, fathers and broth- 
ers were gathered in the choir of the great 
Romanesque Basilica; the abbot kneeling before 
an old life-size picture of the Blessed Mother and 
Child which hung above the altar of a side-chap- 
el prayed aloud with all his brethren. Then he 
arose and with hands uplifted to the picture he 
intoned solemnly and powerfully the ancient 
hymn: Salve Regina! With swelling vehemence 
and in mighty accord the fathers, brothers, nov- 
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ices and alumni responded : mater misericordiae, 
vita, dulcedo et spes nostra, salve ! 

"Hail, holy Queen, Mother of Mercy, 

Hail, our life, our sweetness and our hope !" 

In majestic harmonic waves the hymn surged 
thru the aisles of the church and upward to 
the arched ceiling, till every nook and recess of 
the sanctuary resounded with the ringing dis- 
cant of the boys and the full-chested bass of the 
men; — the Cistercian's most sacred hymn, the 
Salve Regina, had never before been sung with 
such ecstatic fervency within those walls. 

The song was struggling to express in living, 
burning speech, the abbey's invulnerable faith in 
the Son of God and His Immaculate Mother; its 
deep-felt veneration, love and confidence ; its sor- 
row and atonement for the crime that had been 
committed. 

Ad te clamamus, the chorus heavenward went, 
"To thee we cry, poor banished children of Eve. 
To thee we send uip our sighs, mourning and 

weeping in this valley of tears. 
Turn, then, most gracious advocate, 
Thine eyes of mercy toward us. 
After this our exile show us the blessed fruit of 
thy womb, Jesus!" 

Then in dulcet and plaintive strains they sang: 
0 clemens, O pia — "0 clement, 0 loving," — and 
immediately after, as a glorious mighty refrain, 
came the concluding words from their surcharg- 
ed souls, 

0 dulcis virgo Maria ! 
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Thru the spacious temple back and forth the 
song reverberated, burdened with the name 
"Maria" to its dying echo. 

The prayer was hardly ended when there was 
a distraction noticeable among the members. One, 
then a second, then others unwillingly raised 
their heads and looked around, some to the rear 
windows of the nave, some to the main door. There 
was a reason for this. A rushing back and forth 
was heard on the outside, a confused talking and 
hallooing; there was a sound like the tread of 
horses ; excited voices were calling and the noise 
and disturbance was continually becoming louder. 
Evidently something out of the ordinary was hap- 
pening. 

The Community returned to their apartments 
by the arcade of The Stations ; the abbot tarried 
awhile in the sacristy. Suddenly, the prior step- 
ped in pale and frightened. 

"Your Grace," he said, "an express has brought 
the news that the Wirtemberger is back in the 
neighborhood. A battle was fought at Lauffen on 
the Neckar. Philip the Hessian allied to the Wir- 
temberger and assisted by the Swiss, the rio- 
tous peasantry and adventurers from everywhere, 
has defeated the smaller army of the emperor." 

"Then may God be merciful to us," the Superior 
remarked ; "Ulric of Wirtemberg, who has never 
befriended Maulbronn, will now let us feel his 
arrogance. Stepping out into the monastery 
park, the abbot noticed a group of horsemen some 
of them wounded, surrounded by a crowd of 
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farmers and the cloister mechanics. They were 
battle fugitives. According to their story the vic- 
tory of the Hessians and Wirtembergers was 
decisive. "Duke Ulric," they said, "is on his way 
to Stuttgart with his ally Philip of Hesse, to take 
possession again of the Capital ; he has among his 
followers the three Lutheran preachers, Erhard 
Schnepf , Conrad Otinger and Theodore Fabriz- 
ius. The rumor is spreading the country over 
that Ulric intends to do away with the Catholic 
Religion and to introduce the new faith into Wirt- 
emberg." 

It was not an idle rumor. A monentous 
visitation had come upon the Duchy of Wirt- 
emberg, the present and future consequences of 
which would be sad and terrible. Ulric, who had 
been deposed from his dukedom and expelled 
from the country in 1522 on account of his mis- 
government and his robbery of the people and 
who was hated by all for his quarrelsomeness and 
tyranny, in his extremity had entered into nego- 
tiations with Philip, the notorious landgrave of 
Hesse. The twain borrowed immense sums of 
money from France, the arch-enemy of Ger- 
many, with which they fitted out a large army 
against their emperor; having penetrated into 
Old Wirtemberg they met and defeated a detach- 
ment of the imperial army at Lauffen. Ulric 
took possession again of his capital Stuttgart. 
The price he was made to pay to the Hessians for 
their assistance was incomputable; namely, the 
substitution in all Wirtemberg of the Lutheran 
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faith for the holy Catholic Religion— and this up- 
on his mere word and command. He had already 
apostatized, and now after the victory he meant 
to deliver over his land to the so-called Reforma- 
tion. This was in the manner of the times : The 
common people were worse than slaves; it was 
not only their money and their possessions, their 
blood and their life, which were bartered and 
sacrificed but also their convictions, their free- 
dom, their holy faith, nay their very souls, in or- 
der to gratify the ambition and greed and lust of 
their rulers. It was a slavery crying to heaven 
for vengeance! 

A decree accordingly was issued to the people 
of the duchy, May 13th, 1534. 

There was much excitement that night within 
the Abbey-inn outside the walls. Those who had 
fled the battle of Lauffen were the center of at- 
traction. The three tables were filled. State- 
ments and rejoinders flew back and forth ; for the 
Wirtemberger also has his partisans among the 
crowd. 

"We are facing the dawn of better times now," 
a fellow said, "God's day, the people's day is 
breaking; Uz — Ulric — is a good, brave man, who 
has the interest of the farmers and peasants at 
heart." 

"Excuse me, laughing!" a partner responded; 
"yes, Uz stuck to the peasants the time they arose 
against the nobles and the convents, but do you 
know why? Because his welcome was up every- 
where; he was hated and cursed by all. Then it 
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was he found the peasantry so agreeable; agree- 
able in so far as serviceable. In a pinch the devil 
will have to eat flies — that is the way he argued 
during the Peasants' War, when he was so gra- 
cious to us. If we had helped him back to his 
throne he would have repaid us as he did Poor 
Conrad ten years ago, some of you remember. 
At that time he stripped the land so completely 
of its assets, piled up such colossal debts, that 
the people were working their finger-nails off 
paying, the while he was dissipating and hunting; 
last of all, he even tampered with the common 
weights and measures — was that not the limit in 
robbing the people? — in a word, he acted so out- 
rageously, till Poor Conrad got up and arming the 
peasantry in behalf of their rights with flails and 
scythes, incited the whole country to rebellion. 
^And what did Uz, the pious hero, do to the peas- 
ants? He locked them up, he whipped them, he 
burned down their houses, he hanged them, he 
beheaded them — such love did Uz 'the hangman 
of Wirtemberg' show the farmers." 

"You are right," the listeners called from 
right and left. 

The first speaker taking a deep swallow from 
his mug replied : "What would anyone of you do, 
if you were driven from your country and not per- 
mitted to return to your home, nor to sleep in your 
own room, but the same were given over to strang- 
ers who did as they pleased in the house, in the 
kitchen, in the garden and stable? That's what 
they did to Uz of Wirtemberg. They robbed him 
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of all he had and drove him into exile._ And none 
is to blame for this but the Austrian, who wanted 
the land for himself. The good, noble duke, how- 
ever, had not a friend on earth left and therefore 
he placed all his trust in God — " 

"Keep the name of God out of this," the other 
angrily interrupted; "a person feels inclined to 
punch you or to dash a mug of beer into your face 
when he hears such lying, mawkish talk. Tell 
such stuff to the marines ; you'll not make a saint 
out of the Wirtemberger hangman in all eterni- 
ty." 

"All the same, he is a hero and a Christian!" 
the first one screamed. "A good Christian, no 
doubt," came the instant answer, "excepting that 
he behaves towards his wife as her worst enemy, 
and looks upon marriage as does the uxor- 
ious Turk ; and excepting that he incurs debt upon 
debt and lives like a glutton at the expense of a 
harassed people." 

"Have you anything else to say?" the former 
scoffed, not knowing what else to reply in face 
of the growing applause with which his oppo- 
nent was being greeted. 

"0 yes, a great deal more. If some one is intim- 
ate with another man's wife and then assassinates 
the husband in the woods — is such a one a good, 
brave Christian and hero? Have you ever heard 
of the Knight Hans von Hutten and by whom he 
was murdered in the Boblinger Forest? Is he a 
good Christian who was put under the ban for 
murder? Is he a decent hero who regards neither 
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God nor his conscience, neither the emperor nor 
his peers, but regards only his passions and is 
ready at any time to sell himself or his people? — " 

"Be it so, but whether you like it or not, you'll 
have to endure him as your lord, just the same!" 
the other loudly jeered. 

"Let him be your prince, he suits you, you fit 
together; but we have no use for Uz — 99 

"Nobody is going to ask you nor the abbot 
either as to your pleasure." The two disputants 
got up and no doubt there would have been a scuf- 
fle, if at that very moment the innkeeper had not 
appeared and announced: "Holiday, the inn 
closes, clear the place !" 

"Why it isn't time yet," some of the men object- 
ed ; the taverner answered : "It makes no differ- 
ence ; I have an order from the abbey to close up 
immediately. There is something in the air." 

Willingly or unwillingly, the guests had to 
leave the inn. It was then they heard that one of 
the two baker apprentices who was chastised by 
order of the abbot for blaspheming the Mother 
of God, getting hold of a hatchet and suddenly 
confronting the porter had threatened him with 
instant death if he did not release him ; once out- 
side he swore with hellish oaths he would never 
rest till he got even with the abbot by breaking 
his head for having punished him. The men sur- 
rounded the furious fellow and bore him to the 
ground but the abbot ordered that he be let go 
and more than this, he gave him food and money 
so that he might not suffer on the way. The 
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wretched fellow left going in the direction of the 
Eilfinger Farm and till he was a long way off you 
could still hear him cursing and threatening. 

It was ten weeks later, in midsummer ; the heat 
of the season was not intense at Maulbronn be- 
cause of the trees which surrounded it and the 
cool breeze of the encircling lakes. In the prel- 
ate's room — it was toward evening, the sun had 
just set behind the beech-wood and twilight was 
beginning, — were assembled the abbot, the prior, 
the subprior and the bursar. The odoriferous 
forest air filled the room, and the windows to the 
west reflected the brilliant purple sheen of the 
sunset. But of this the fathers took no notice. 

The abbot pointed to a document before him. 

'This writing contains our fate," he said. 
"Duke Ulric declares that he is unlimited mas- 
ter of the abbey and that therefore he demands 
immediately one half of its revenue; he will send 
an official to take an inventory of the abbey's 
income and possessions, of its buildings and farms 
and machinery, but especially of its sacerd vest- 
ments, the holy vessels, reliquaries and treasures. 
By this instrument he assumes lordship over us, 
arrogates to himself dominion over this holy place 
which is dedicated to God. To give my consent to 
such a deed were sacrilege." 

The prior and sub-prior were of one mind with 
their Superior, not so the bursar: "Your Grace, 
it seems to me you are painting the picture too 
dark; the duke is our supreme advocate and pro- 
tector—" 
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"No at all," the prelate interrupted, "King 
Ferdinand years ago made him vice-advocate; 
only; our supreme protector or advowee is the 
emperor himself — " 

"The emperor is far away," the bursar whis- 
pered, and then addressing the abbot he added : 
"Pardon me for remarking that our gracious 
duke as vice protector asks for an inventory mere- 
ly that he may know what he must protect." 

The prior and sub-prior smiled at each other 
significantly, the abbot, however, commented: 
"Sebastian, you don't believe that yourself; the 
bitter experience of thirty years has taught the 
abbey what to expect from the Duke of Wirtem- 
berg. 

"The church, the paradise, the infirmary, are 
deeply scarred even to this day by cannon shot 
fired at Maulbronn by his command and the old 
records will show what loot the duke and his rob- 
ber accomplices carried away from the abbey in 
1504. Not even the privilege of enclosure did 
they respect; boldly they ventured into the very 
sanctuary; ten villages they plundered and set on 
fire; the Conventuals were made prisoners and 
led off to Leibingen. They intermeddled in the 
most sacred affairs of the monastery; when my 
second last predecessor had been reelected accord- 
ing to all the formalities of Canon Law, Duke 
Ulric sent word that he would not accept the re- 
sults of the ballot and that he would turn Maul- 
bronn into an ash-heap if the chosen one were 
recognized, upon which the abbot-elect for peace's 



Digitized by 



Salve Regina! 



409 



resigned. The duke has at all times treated us as 
a sworn enemy by enforced taxes and demands 
for money, and yet he wishes to be known as our 
protector. He is our most dangerous neighbor; 
despite all he has extorted from us, he will not 
rest until Maulbronn is wholly his." 

"I presume," the bursar remarked, "that the 
running war expenses are weighing heavily upon 
the prince and that his need for money to meet 
them is therefore pressing and immediate." 

"Father Sebastian, before God it is one thing 
to ask for money, it is another thing to expel 
Religious from their home," the abbot replied. 

"The prince has no mind to disperse us," the 
bursar objected. 

"Do not act as if you were deaf and dumb," the 
abbot answered. "The whole country knows that 
in acknowledgment for the help the Hessian gave 
him, the duke has pledged himself to give up his 
duchy to Lutheranism ; this he will and must do. 
In Stuttgart two Lutheran preachers by direct or- 
der of the duke and in spite of the protests of the 
Chapter are preaching in the Cathedral since the 
month of May to the great scandal of the people. 
It is a common rumor that by Christmas or the 
latest by Three-Kings day the Holy Sacrifice of 
the Mass and all Catholic services will be forcibly 
done away with — it has happened so in other 
places ; all the village churches will be filled with 
preachers, and monasteries will be suppressed 
and sold to fill the coffers of the duke. But first 
in turn for spoliation and robbery will be Maul- 
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bronn; on the one hand, the duke has no love for 
us, on the other, he craves the abbey estate. 

"For what money might be in it," the bursar 
timorously observed, "the prince does not intro- 
duce the new religion." 

"Let the reason be what it may," the prior re- 
torted, "but even the Courtfool knows that Uz 
of Wirtemberg is not introducing the new reli- 
gion for any pious, virtuous or conscientious rea- 
son. There's not a simpleton but knows Uz bet- 
ter than that." 

The bursar, angered, was ready to reply, but 
the abbot got up and spoke : "My mind has been 
made up a long time ago; I have called you to- 
gether to let you know what I purpose to do. I will 
have no hand in getting up the inventory for 
the duke; my oath of Consecration, the Seventh 
Commandment, and my loyalty to the Church for- 
bid it. I will leave Maulbronn this very night for 
our monastery in Spires. Father Prior, you will 
remain in my place and see that order is observ- 
ed in what concerns the Holy Rule and Divine 
Service; you, Father Sub-prior, will collect the 
dearest and most precious of our treasures, the 
golden cross, the reliquaries, the golden chalices 
and. other sacred vessels, and pack them up for 
me along with our abbey-inventory and acount- 
books. I will take them with me and be respon- 
sible for their keep ; tell the duke you acted by my 
orders. He is welcome to seek and find me if he 
has the power, in the monastery within the juris- 
diction of Spires; the bishop and the arch-duke 
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will be able to protect me. We will begin our 
journey at midnight ; ten servants and two fath- 
ers will accompany me. Now, then — may God 
guard you and the abbey. I have still to look aft- 
er many things." 

The select council knew that the resolution of 
the abbot was fixed. They simply begged the privi- 
lege of seeing him once more before they bade 
him God speed. 

"Well, then, a quarter to midnight at my door." 

He withdrew to his study; a protest to the duke 
was gotten up and finished, and then the final ar- 
rangements were made; at eleven o'clock when 
all was somber and still, he went to the Abbey- 
church. Pitchy darkness reigned within the edi- 
fice. Thru the rather narrow windows the sough- 
ing forest-wind was eager with the moonlight to 
enter. The little struggling silver gleam magni- 
fied beyond all proportion this spacious sanctu- 
ary with its lines of pillars, its nave and tran- 
septs and high vaulted ceilings. All was still as 
death. The abbot entered and walked slowly up 
to the tabernacle and knelt down. Having pray- 
ed a long time with sighs and groans, he stretch- 
ed himself prone upon the flag-stones, his arms 
cross-shaped as on Good Friday; in this posture 
the prelate lay praying pleading before the Bless- 
ed Sacrament, the little Altar Lamp outlining his 
white-habited form, with its feeble ruddy reflex. 

One quater of an hour passed after another; 
John, the abbot, was lost in prayer. The deep con- 
vent bell began to toll: it was the midnight call 
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to the Religious to come to Matin Prayer. 

The abbot arose; he knew that another half 
hour would elapse till the choir stalls were filled. 
He walked down the church, thru the choir, thru 
the nave reserved for the people, till he came to 
the threshold, here he stepped aside and entered 
chapel-row on the south side where under mighty 
flags of stones the abbots deceased and the great 
benefactors of Maulbronn lay awaiting the Res- 
urrection. 

Slowly he passed from one tomb to the other 
with his hand upraised, blessing them. Like the 
walking of a ghost his steps echoed and reechoed 
thru the cloisters, the galleries and gloomy chapel 
recesses. Finally he came to the altar over which 
hung a large picture of the Madonna. He knelt 
down and prayed fervently: 

"Protect, O dearest Mother Mary, 

Thy house, and who within it tarry !" 
It was Maulbronn Abbey's dedication prayer; 
at the time of the foundation these words, in Lat- 
in of course, were chiseled in the cornerstone; on 
the mural tablet also in the gentlemen's choir, the 
couplet was engraven at the foot of the picture 
which shows the first abbot and St. Bernard dedi- 
cating the church to Mary. 

He continued to pray silently. After awhile 
with a loud voice that was the more touching and 
solemn for the midnight stillness, he pleaded: 
"Thou knowest, Ever Virgin and dearest Mother 
of my Lord, that next to God my heart is thine 
at all times. I must leave this place and I know 
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not if it is God's will that I ever return. Be this 
as it may, permit me now to avow in thy presence, 
thou Patron and Protectress of this sanctuary, 
that with the help of God I wish to be thine, 0 
blessed Lady and dearest Mother, with filial 
trust and profoundest veneration, to the end of 
my life. Obtain for me this grace from thy Divine 
Son. — It will be to me a pledge of thy protection 
and of my salvation. In the name of my Congre- 
gation, I renew all the promises, the Profession 
vows, my Election oath, that we wish to remain 
thy children forever. If one among us should 
be so blinded as to forsake thee: oh! save him, 
bring him back, in answer to the prayers which 
have been said here for hundreds of years. Turn, 
most gracious Advocate, thine eyes of mercy to- 
wards us ; protect us for the many Salve Reginas 
which are daily ascending to thy throne. Let our 
prayer in life, our last words in death be : 'Show 
unto us Jesus the blessed fruit of thy womb !' 
However, if it be the will of thy Son, who said the 
servant ought not to expect better than the mas- 
ter, that thy children on account of their sins and 
unworthiness be driven from this holy place, then 
let the walls and arches and stones of Maulbronn, 
each hour and day and year, speak for us in mute 
prayer the Salve Regina! Even should God de- 
cree that in the evil days acoming the abbey be de- 
stroyed by fire, then when the bells are loosed 
from their fastenings, let their last sound in fall- 
ing greet thee, Salve Regina ! From the very ruins 
and the scene of desolation let the ancient Ber- 
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nardine hymn which has been sung by thousands 
of lips in this very place, arise to thee and salute 
thee, 0 Mother of God, Ever Virgin: Salve Re- 
tina!" 

The concluding words the abbot sang out with 
full voice, filling the sanctuary with the ringing 
ardor of his faith and love. O clemens, o pia, o 
dulcis Virgo Maria, he sang and then he got up 
and hastened away by the sacristy door. It was 
the last Salve Regina he sang in Maulbronn. 

Within half an hour a heavy wagon guarded by 
armed servants went rumbling from the abbey 
grounds; the abbot and two monks sat in front 
with their faces buried in the capuche so that the 
attendants might not recognize them. While the 
nocturns were being solemnly chanted in choir 
the travelers disappeared in the windings of the 
forest ways. 

It was the month of May, 1535. A beautiful 
spring day was rejoicing the old capital of the 
Rhine Palatinate, Spires; its mighty, many- 
e leepled Cathedral, within the walls of which em- 
perors and empresses during the past hundreds 
of years were laid by and were sleeping their last 
sleep, reared its massive form loftily to tlie very 
skies. The fragrance of the bloomings/linden 
hard by the church filled the air. r<Thrush. 
finch and starling were giving their happy verV 
nal song ; yonder flowed the mysterious Rhine on 
its way to the sea. The narrow streets resounded 
with the laughter of children, and from countless 
shops the symphony of work was stealing : a ham- 
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inering and grinding, a bumping and crashing, 
the quick rattling work of the nail-smith, the 
powerful blows of the blacksmith, along with the 
neighing of horses, the barking of dogs and the 
loud talk and laugh of the laborers. Dull was the, 
echo of this symphonic turmoil as it was borne^^ ^ 
into an upper room of Maulbronn Hall where the 
fugitive, Abbot John IX, had taken up his res- 
idence. It was a stately mansion with a spa- 
cious en walled garden ; to the right and left of the 
portal were stables for Worses. The house itself 
with its arched portico^and its many tiers of close- 
ly placed windows looked grand and pretentious 
within the enclosure. The whole place, in fact, 
was a worthy filiation and lodge of its parent, the 
famous Cistercian Abbey of Maulbronn. Its loca- 
tion in the episcopal city was a proof of the in- 
timate relations existing between the parent 
house and the bishopric of Spires. V ' A / ^ 

In the rear bay of a large upper room that was 
decorated with rich paintings in oil and sculptures 
of saints artistically oak-framed, sat the fugitive 
abbot upon a cushioned divan, in serious converse 
with a wite-habited monk of St. Bernard. The 
prelate had aged much during the nine months 
which had elapsed since his exile from his beloved 
monastery and the cool forests and lakes of his 
native Swabia. The father opposite him was 
younger with a happy face expressing intellect 
and piety. 

"All my life will I thank my Right Reverend 
Archabbot," he said, "for having permitted me 
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in my travels to step off at Spires, which is so 
closely connected with our great holy brother and 
spiritual father St. Bernard. Having satisfied 
my first wish, namely, to meet Your Grace, my 
second is that some one would show me the grand 
Cathedral and tell me exactly what occurred there 
in connection with the Salve Regina of St. Ber- 
nard. I know the story in outline but surely here 
in the very place where it happened some precious 
particulars of which I am ignorant must be cur- 
rent." 

Abbot John replied: "Altho I seldom appear 
in public, it will be a pleasure to me in this case 
to accompany you, a fellow-religious from our 
Mother House of Clairvaux, to the Cathedral 
which — salva reverentia to our Divine Savior 
and His Blessed Mother — has been sanctified by 
the presence of our founder St. Bernard. I will 
tell you the story as tradition relates it." The ab- 
bot leaning back and with eyes fixed on the distant 
towering spires of the Minster, began: "It was 
the vigil of Christmas, 1146 — a Tuesday; Conrad 
III, the uncle of the Barbarossa, was present in 
Spires. An immense concourse of people had as- 
sembled for the occasion from all the Palatinate 
and the neighboring States thronging the shores 
and the valley of the Rhine. It was not so much 
the king, however, but St. Bernard who drew 
the crowds to the Capital, for it was reported that 
he would celebrate Christmas at the Cathedral 
and preach. The whole South began to pilgrim- 
age at the very mention of his name ; they wish- 
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ed far more to see him, to hear him, than even 
the king in all his glory. Then, too, there were 
countless sick among the pilgrims who hoped to 
be cured by the Saint who had worked so many 
miracles in the past. The king made his appear- 
ance in a blue silk mantle, ermine-fringed, and 
a robe intertissued with gold and silver; he had 
a crown on his head, a sceptre and the imperial 
globe with a cross on it, in his hands ; from his 
belt a bejeweled sword hung suspended. Await- 
ing the legate within the Minster were the king, 
his relatives and Court-officials, among them his 
nephew, young Redbeard, and dukes and nobles of 
the empire without number, while the bishop, 
prelate, abbots and Religious, followed by the 
various guilds went in solemn procession to the 
banks of the Rhine to meet him. The people 
climbed the trees, the roofs of the houses, and 
crowded every point of vantage to see it all. In 
a short while a little skiff was seen coming up the 
river. In it sat the Saint, whom the people rec- 
ognized from afar off by his white religious hab- 
it. It came nearer and nearer ; their joy and ex- 
ulation were indescribable. From sheer hap- 
piness the crowds shouted a thunderous welcome 
to him so that the whole valley was filled and 
resounded with their mighty applause. When 
the little boat had landed, and St. Bernard had 
stepped ashore, the vast multitude on both sides 
of the Rhine and beyond as far as the eye could 
see fell on its knees and silently received the 
blessing which he as legate of the Pope, there- 
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fore as a Prince of the Church, was privileged to 
impiart. Of his office and dignity the Saint seemed 
oblivious. His bearing was modest and recollect- 
ed, his face pale and emaciated but beaming with 
a supernatural grace like that of a being from 
another world; praying he made his entrance 
into the city. When the procession arrived at 
the Minster, the king accompanied by a bril- 
liant retinue appeared at the main portal of the 
narthex called the Kaiser-Halle. Here he salut- 
ed the Saint as his guest and that of his king- 
dom, then side by side thru the one great recess- 
ed and sculptured door they passed from the ves- 
tibule into the nave of the Cathedral, which was 
overcrowded with worshipers. 

"Upon their entrance the choir of Religious as- 
sisted by the students of the Cathedral school 
sang the Salve Regina ; the soul of the Saint was 
entranced. His body walked by the side of the 
king — his soul had flown tt> heaven; there did 
it hear the praises of the sweet Mother of God 
sung by the angels themselves. When they had 
reached the sanctuary, the choir was concluding 
the hymn in the manner then customary :.. Et 
Jesum benedictum. .. nobis post hoc exilium ost- 
ende — 'and after this our exile show unto us 
Jesus, the blessed fruit of thy womb;' with these 
words up to that time the Salve Regina ended. 
(Suddenly St. Bernard extended his arms and 
of his own accord or perhaps inspired by the 
Holy Ghost, added with a voice loud and wonder- 
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fully sweet: 0 clemens, o pia, o dulcis Virgo 
Maria ! 

"In holy silence the faithful heard these blessed 
words and then the choir and the vast congrega- 
tion took them up and sang and sang them again. 
From that day the Salve Regina concluded with 
these felicitous words, the most beautiful that 
can be found in honor? of the Blessed Virgin ; and 
all Christendom has accepted the addition. To 
commemorate for all times this happening in the 
Minster of Spires, three large copper plates were 
cast, upon the first of which was engraven: O 
clemens, upon the second : o pia, upon the third : 
o dulcis Virgo Maria. One of these plates was 
fastened to the floor at the main door where St. 
Bernard entered the church, one in the middle 
and one on the steps which lead to the royal gal- 
lery at the foot of a picture of the Blessed Vir- 
gin. From that day to this, in compliance with 
the will of the Ordinary the Salve Regina is sung 
daily in the Cathedral, as a remembrance for all 
times in how wonderful a way this choicest of 
Mary's hymns was added to and finished by St. 
Bernard. This occurred on the vigil of Christ- 
mas, 1146. Never will the city of Spires forget 
this day nor the many blessings which accom- 
panied and followed the visit of the Saint. This 
is what tradition relates of St. Bernard's sojourn 
in Spires." 

"What a great Saint he must have been," the 
young Religious replied, "and how vividly you 
have represented him, Venerable Abbot; I could 
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almost see him with my eyes and hear his sweet 
voice." 

"Whatever impression my words may have 
made upon you, the credit is wholly the Saint's; 
there is something so lovable and attractive 
about him that he has become the favorite of 
mankind." 

"Will we start for the Cathedral? I am burning 
with desire to see and touch the place where the 
Saint had stood and walked " 

After a moment's reflection the abbot remark- 
ed : "Within an hour the bell will ring for the 
Salve Regina; we will wait that long, and then our 
visit will be devotional at the same time. For the 
present I will show you the treasures which in 
the very nick of time I saved from the grasping 
hand of the Wirtemberger. For, after all, they are 
the property of the whole Order and in case Maul- 
bronn should be destroyed it would be the Archab- 
bot of Clairvaux's right and duty to take them in 
charge." 

Thereupon the abbot followed by his guest led 
the way thru several rooms to his sleeping-cell. 
Fingering for half a minute a concealed locking 
device in the wall, a little door opened. The two 
crept thru it and after passing up a narrow wind- 
ing staircase found themselves in a room lighted 
only from above by a skylight. The abbot lit a 
couple of candles and then opened several wall 
bureaus. Within the recesses shone and spark- 
led, glistened and scintillated the gold and silver 
and precious stones of the reliquaries, the sa- 
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cred vessels, the abbatial crosses and croziers, the 
candelabra and statues of Maulbronn. 

With amazement the stranger beheld the hid- 
den treasure ; the abbot then pointed to other 
shelvings, where stacked away, old books and 
manuscripts lay with silken and golden book- 
marks, with clasps and ornaments stamped with 
the royal seal. 

"Here," he said, "are the account-books, the reg- 
isters, the ecclesiastical and royal briefs of privi- 
leges granted at different times to Maulbronn, the 
documents also safeguarding the rights and 
claims of the monastery against every despoiler 
and enemy. With the help of God I saved all this 
when I fled; two or three days later the godless 
duke and his Commissaries would have robbed us 
of all. He raved and cursed when he found out he 
had come too late, so they told me, and swore he 
would not rest till all these treasures were re- 
turned to Maulbronn, that is, to his bottomless 
pocket." 

"Does the duke know you are here and that 
the treasures are secreted in this house?" the 
guest inquired. 

"That I'm here, he knows of course ; but what 
I did with the Maulbronn treasures he does not 
know ; probably he suspects that I gave them over 
to the bishop of Spires for safe-keeping, and 
that, humanly speaking, they are beyond his 
reach." 
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"Then all the more will he try in every way to 
get you into his power," the stranger remarked, 
"so as to force you to reveal their hidingplace." 

The abbot closed the wall-safes and locked the 
doors and all was as before; the sharpest eye 
could distinguish no tampering with the wall; 
he continued: "At first, the duke was rather glad 
that I had fled— but I'll tell you about that when 
we are back in my room." Arrived there, Abbot 
John related: "Yes, duke Ulric was rather 
pleased at my flight, but when he found out that 
I had secured the treasures, then in revenge with 
the assistance of his Lutheran counselors he 
planned to turn the monastery to the new faith 
quietly and without force." 

"What was the plan?" the guest asked. 

"A very simple one. He tried to incite to re- 
bellion the Religious of Maulbronn against 
me their lawful abbot. The fathers were told 
that I had sinned grievously for the reason that 
upon my authority I had carried away the trea- 
sures of the monastery, that I had practically 
absconded with the wealth — " 

"Is it possible?" the young Religious exclaim- 
ed ; "in other words, he accused Your Grace of 
robbery — you that have saved them ! — " 

"To twist the truth into a lie, to construe as a 
crime the best of deeds, is nothing unusual in our 
day. All the counselors of the duke are guilty of 
this nor are they troubled in conscience on that 
account," the abbot sadly observed. "The prince 
accordingly, attempted to force the abbey to sue 
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me before the Supreme Court of the Empire, to 
declare the bonds which united me to my mon- 
astery, severed ; and then to elect a new abbot in 
my place; one, it was hinted, who would be ac- 
ceptable to the duke, namely, a Lutheran inclin- 
ed. This abbot in turn would fill at his discre- 
tion the places of prior and sub-prior and the 
other offices with men of his own stamp; in this 
way, with a turn of the hand, the Cistercian Ab- 
bey of Maulbronn would cease to exist and be re- 
placed by a sectarian establishment." 

"I can hardly believe it!" the guest exclaimed 
with horror. 

"So sure were the counselors of Ulric that the 
plan would succeed, that in their audacity they 
suggested the man whom the duke wished as suc- 
cessor; unfortunately, he is one who for many 
years had shared my very plate, so to speak — " 

"May I ask his name?" 

"The bursar, Father Sebastian of Waiblingen," 
the abbot sorrowfully answered. "I had known 
his state of mind for a long time and tried in 
every way by word and kindness to bring him to 
a sense of his duty. — 99 

"Just like Judas Iscariot, who was a bursar al- 
so," the monk from Clairvaux observed. 

"It was all to no purpose, I could not reform 
him. Being very ambitious, the doings of Stutt- 
gart influenced him more than his vows or his 
conscience. No doubt, he was told that he stood 
in high favor with the prince who would prove it 
when the time was ripe — and so for a year or 
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more the unfortunate man strove to serve both 
God and the devil ; externally he is still faithful to 
his vows and his Religion because he dare not for- 
feit the confidence of his brethren if he wishes to 
accomplish his purpose; but in his soul he is an 
apostate. It was he who apprised the duke that 
I had secured the treasures of the abbey and had 
fled." 

"The Judas!" the guest repeated with bitter- 
ness. "Truly, the proverbial German honor was 
ill-housed in him! No doubt he has been excom- 
municated long ago. To think of such a man 
wearing the mitre and bearing the crozier of an 
Abbot of Maulbronn!" 

A smile of quiet satisfaction played around the 
abbot's lips. "The plan of the Wirtemberger has 
failed; my monastery was equal to the occasion. 
With the exception of two, my brethren declar- 
ed they would not and could not accuse their ab- 
bot, who had been at all times a capable and con- 
scientious Superior; that therefore it was out of 
question to elect a successor to him to whom they 
were subject by vow and conscience." 

"May God be praised for this," the visitor re- 
marked, "and may He repay a thousand times 
their piety and loyalty." 

"Amen," the abbot answered and then continu- 
ed: "Again in November, when two Lutheran 
Commissaries, sent by the duke, tried with glib 
and pious arguments to induce the fathers to de- 
clare their abbot deposed and in his place to elect 
the bursar, they remained steadfast. Then it was 
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that Ulric had recourse to forcible measures. He 
strictly forbade my brethren to send me any sup- 
port in money or provisions; he took away our 
hunting and fishing perquisites, he appointed as 
chief overseer of Maulbronn a rabid Lutheran 
who tried and still tries in every way to annoy 
and to injure the monastery; the brothers are ob- 
liged to attend the lectures in the abbey of a sec- 
tarian minister. His most fearful threats having 
availed nothing, the duke ordered the prior, the 
sub-prior and several of the fathers to be cast in- 
to prison, because they had refused to sign over 
to him some abbatial lands which he coveted; 
every day new schemes of persecution and of en- 
croachment upon our rights and possessions are 
devised. But the convent stands firm as a rock, 
yea, it has accused the prince before the courts 
of the empire; the bursar also and a fellow Re- 
ligious have been sued." 

"May God safeguard the rights of Maulbronn 
and yours, Right Reverend Father," he of Clair- 
vaux wished. 

"It is ringing the Salve now," the prelate said, 
"it is time to go to the Cathedral." The deep mel- 
low sounds of the Minster bell were floating lan- 
guidly into the open room. 

"Hark!" he quickly observed, "there's a quar- 
rel below on the street !" Loud talking, screaming, 
angry words were heard and the tramp of horses ; 
then cursing and a loud hammering at a closed 
door. 
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"It seems to be near-by," the younger monk re- 
marked. 

"My God, they are pounding at the gate below !" 
the abbot exclaimed ; "that is a breach of peace, is 
robbery!" He hastened to the garden side and 
looked down. He heard women yelling for as- 
sistance. A half dozen horses were standing be- 
low; their riders had dismounted and with swords 
unsheathed and clubs had forced the outer por- 
tal and were now threatening the maids and 
men-servants of the place. Snatching the keys 
from them and barricading the hall-door from 
within, they helter-skeltered upstairs and thru 
the rooms, shouting and cursing as if in pursuit 
of a wild beast. Quietly the abbot opened the door 
of his corridor; four men stood facing him._ In- 
stantly a dagger was pointed at him and before 
he could recollect himself one of them struck 
and dazed him with his fist. 

"Wirtembergers !" he muttered. 

"Indeed we are/' one of the closest to him bel- 
lowed ; "I am Henry von Luthern and that is von 
Neuberg, and Ulric our duke sends you Tiis re- 
gards." 

"Burglars, robbers! — help! help!" the abbot 
called and the other Religious did likewise till it 
was heard and taken notice of on the street. 

"Burglary! Robbery! Murder!" a piercing 
voice below repeated, spreading the alarm, "Up, 
ye men of Spires— crush the intruders, hurry to 
Maulbronn Hall." 
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They hammered at the door which the enemy 
had barred and barricaded from within ; an honest 
locksmith cut thru the hinges in short time, 
and immediately the mechanics and laborers rush- 
ed into the building armed with weapons such as 
were at hand; quickly they surrounded and dis- 
armed the Wirtembergers. Hardly was this ac- 
complished when a menacing crowd of sympa- 
thizers came up the stairs to make short work 
with the four assaulters of the abbot. 

But he begged them to desist. Thanking his res- 
cuers, he remarked : "You are witness, all of you 
of the breach of peace of these Wirtembergers, 
of their forcible intrusion into this house; the 
Imperial Court will give them their deserts/' 

Being interrupted by the defiant von Neuberg, 
he answered him calmly : "I advise you not to re- 
sist while they are conducting you to where you 
belong." Turning to enter his room, the abbot 
happened to glance at one of the two servants in 
attendance upon the knights ; the fellow returned 
the look unabashed and insolently. Who was it but 
the selfsame apprentice whom the abbot had 
punished — it might be eight or nine months ago 
— f or having blasphemed the Mother of God, and 
who at the time of his flight from Maudbronn had 
sworn to revenge himself upon the prelate. Evi- 
dently, he had taken service with the duke, the 
bitter and relentless enemy of the abbot and his 
brethren. Looking at him a second time, at his 
wild distorted face, the abbot recognized him as 
the one who had struck him with his fists; it was 
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his own former servant at Maulbronn Abbey. For 
a moment the pale face of the Superior colored 
with resentment at the indignity done him by this 
knavish fellow to whom he had given money and 
victuals at the very time of his flight. However, 
this agitation was momentary only; holding the 
pectoral cross tightly in his hand, he looked the 
miscreant in the eye and said : "I hope our next 
meeting will be happier/' It was well for the ser- 
vant and his fellows that the abbot told no one of 
the blow he had received. The Wirtembergers on 
their way to prison soon ceased their bragging 
about what the duke would do to avenge them, be- 
cause in view of the manner of their incursion, 
the angry crowd which was constantly growing, 
looked upon them as robbers and cried and shout- 
ed that they should be hanged. 

All this while the Salve Regina was pealing. 
Within the church the faithful, young and old, 
the choir-boys and canons were singing this 
incomparable hymn to the Blessed Virgin. But 
the abbot, after what had just occurred, was too 
excited and indisposed to visit the Minster with 
his guest; moreover, he thought it best to remain 
in his study because his appearance in public at 
this time would incite the people beyond control 
against the notorious raiders from Wirtemberg. — 

In the autumn of the year 1536, Abbot John IX 
of Maulbronn, Ottmar the prior, Valentine the 
chaplain, and the sub-prior John Sebastian were 
assembled in the Superior's room of the Abbey 
Widen in Colmar, Alsace, in order to sign the f ol- 
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lowing document : "Whereas the Cistercian Abbey 
Maulbronn has forcibly been taken possession of 
by the sect of Lutherans and converted into an 
establishment of their new faith, therefore we 
herewith determine to remove Abbey Maulbronn 
to the Sub-priorate Paris, in Alsace, diocese of Ba- 
sel, and to convey thither all the valuables, trea- 
sures, documents and books secured from con- 
fiscation. We determine this subject to the ap- 
proval of the Abbot-<General of Clairvaux; fur- 
thermore, we will make it our sacred duty to see 
that the Divine Services are performed and the 
Canonical Hours recited with due zeal and solem- 
nity and that all the salutary customs and cere- 
monies of our Order are carefully observed in the 
Sub-priorate Paris." 

Immediately after, Abbot John started for 
Paris, Alsace, which was henceforth to be the 
seat of the transferred abbey; he never saw Maul- 
bronn again. Because the apostate prince had 
pleased to put Might in the place of Right the ab- 
bot was forced to leave his monastery. "But then, 
if the world has persecuted our Master," he said, 
"why should we become fainthearted if it perse- 
cutes us? The servant is not above his master. The 
enemies of God have their .way these evil days 
against the Church but only with the permission 
of God. Why and wherefore does He allow it? The 
Lord God knows; it is our duty to preserve our 
trust in Him, and humbly and with resignation 
to adore His providence even while His hand is 
heavy upon us." 
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"Might above Right," signalized the so-called 
Reformation. 

Aware of the charge to be brought against 
him for having instigated the assault upon the 
abbot at Spires, duke Ulric suggested to the 
injured prelate that being a subject of Wirtem- 
berg it was not proper for him to appeal to the 
Imperial Courts; he should sue in the Ducal 
Courts where the affair would be thoroughly in- 
vestigated and sentence pronounced upon the 
guilty parties ! The abbot having ignored this craf- 
ty and insulting proposal, the guilty imprisoned 
culprits whom it was meant to help, bethought 
themselves of a subterfuge on their own initia- 
tive; they claimed that duke Ulric, the protector 
of Maulbronn, had intended stepping off and 
taking up his residence for a while in the abbey's 
filiated house in Spires ; that they had come sim- 
ply for the purpose of getting the place ready; 
that they were opposed in their work by the ab- 
bot's people and accordingly had to defend them- 
selves ! The Imperial Courts condemned the duke 
and cleared the abbot and his people of the above 
allegation ; by a personal order the emperor com- 
manded Ulric to let Maulbronn alone. — The de- 
cision of the court was ignored. 

The emperor was far away and the Protestant 
princes and cities of the empire refused him obe- 
dience. In fact, the Religious of Maulbronn were 
made to feel more than ever the resentment and 
hatred of the Wirtemberger. Hirelings of his forc- 
ed their way into the cloister, among them a Prot- 
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estant preacher, who demanded that the fathers 
make over to their master certain abbey estates ; 
upon their conscientions refusal to comply, the in- 
truders cursed and threatened them in the gross- 
est manner and finally took 'some of the oldest 
members of the Order and locked them up in pri- 
son. They were intimidated in the most fright- 
ful way to consent to the pernicious changes in 
the monastery which were introduced by Sebas- 
tian the Bursar, now an apostate and a member of 
the new faith. It came to this at last, that the 
faithful monks were forced to fly because "it is 
better to endure the misery of exile," they said, 
"than the curse of disobedience to our vows and 
Rule." This is how it happened that the Maul- 
bronn Congregation came to settle in Paris near 
Basel. 

Years had elapsed. It was now 1558. The 
Sanctuary of our Lady of the Hermits was 
thronged with pilgrims. The men, as was custom- 
ary at the time, wore a broad-brimmed hat dec- 
orated with cockle-shells, a pilgrim mantle and 
staff; round their body a belt, or a strap over their 
shoulders, from which hung suspended a bread- 
wallet and a water-gourd ; the women wore a man- 
tle ornamented with shells also. The ascent to the 
church was not then as it is to-day. A narrow 
terrace extended the whole front of the church 
and abbey ; this was enclosed by a wall and served 
as a fore-court. This terrace wall was pierced by 
a single, narrow stone staircase which was secur- 
ed by a heavy gate and banked right and left by 



Digitized by Google 



432 THE EBB AND PLOW OF LIFE 



sentinel lodges built into the stone. Close to the 
abrupt sides of the engirdling wall, little houses 
and small gardens and orchards snugly reclined 
and extended. Fifteen to twenty feet below, 
away from the terrace there was a wide open 
place, on one side of which a pretty gothic stone 
design served as a covering for a well of spring 
water. From this broad, low common, the abbey 
with its forbidding frontage of immense, massive 
stones and huge abutments, resembled a pictures- 
que, castellated fortress of the Middle Ages ; its 
grand beauty was the more enhanced if from a 
distance, the gable and roofs of the monastery 
and especially the mighty front of the Abbey- 
church were viewed silhouettd against the skies 
as one vast towering pile rising from behind the 
upper parapet. Of this old structure nothing re- 
mains but the foundations: the old church was 
a long high gothic building with a rectangular 
•nave; to the right and left of the middle, not on 
the front as now, rose two square-built towers 
with narrow wedge-shaped roofs; on the central 
gable of the church stood a beautiful bronze image 
of the Virgin, the rays of which on a sunny day, 
shone far and wide. The main entrance was pro- 
tected by a vestibule which was reached by a stone 
stairs from the terrace. 

The pilgrims were crowding the narrow ter- 
race; some were seated on low benches at the base 
of the parapet taking in the cool breeze, others 
were looking over its top down upon the plane 
below ; some were going in, some out the sanctu- 
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ary, some praying before a favorite picture or 
shrine, others talking. 

"Here he comes again!" a woman said nudging 
her companion; many eyes were turned to the 
little gate which led from the big field-cross and 
mortuary chapel of the cemetery to the terrace. 

The man moved up the terrace steps on his 
knees ; his head was covered by a large hat vizor 
down so that nothing of his head and face 
was visible excepting a rough, unkempt black 
beard. He held a rosary in his left hand, his right 
— was missing; the armless sleeve hung flapping 
at his side. 

"He's in earnest," a man remarked. 

"He is not oppressed so for nothing," another 
one remarked; "you can see he's got something 
on his conscience." 

"Probably he killed somebody or did something 
as bad." 

"They say he gouged out the eyes of a poor 
traveler." 

"Did he tell it himself?" 

"No, but the people with whom he pilgrimaged 
up the Etzel say that in the night he was often 
heard to scream: 'What eyes, what eyes!' That 
was his bad conscience." 

The penitent was now on his knees climbing 
the little stairs leading to the vestibule of the 
church; he was totally oblivious of the remarks 
made about him; when, to console him, anyone re- 
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minded him of the good thief, he shook his head 
t'eprecatingly. If by chance he raised his eyes, 
his look was one of utter misery and despair that 
was frightful. 

The Virgin's shrine within the church was 
crowded with the kneeling faithful; they prayed 
each one as his devotion suggested ; the noon sun 
shining thru the gable windows enhaloed the 
scene. Especially did the pilgrims mass themselves 
before the little gate which served as the only en- 
trance to the Chapel of Grace. In those days the 
interior of the shrine was not visible from the 
church because it was completely closed in ex- 
cepting for two little windows between the arched 
buttresses. Days and nights the people waited 
patiently their turn to enter this Sanctuary of Our 
Lady of the Hermits which was revered above all 
others, so that they might see with their eyes the 
renowned miraculous picture. 

Close to the chapel the penitent was kneeling 
immovable, looking neither to the right nor to the 
left. In an undertone he was muttering prayers 
incessantly; every now and then shaking his 
rough savage head, his hand and rosary would 
fall listlessly to his side. At such moments he 
would stare upward at the pillars and gothic arch- 
es of the church as if he meant to gaze into eter- 
nity. 

Kneeling on the floor so rapt in himself the man 
did not notice a priest enter the Basilica with a 
dozen choir boys. Suddenly from out the shrine 
was heard the chanting of the Salve Regina ! The 



Digitized by 



Salve Regina! 



435 



blending of the disoant and alto of the children's 
voices sounded in the church like the song of an- 
gels ; the rise and fall, the swell and muting of the 
sequent chords led one to think the hymn was 
echoed from some other world. 

Then did the penitent raise his eyes and listen ; 
then did his hard look of despair soften to an at- 
titude of hope; his head inclined lower and lower 
and scalding tears began to flow; at last in un- 
controllable sorrow he cried out in heartrending 
tones : "Have pity, oh ! have pity on me, — speak 
but one little word in my favor — to thy Son;" so 
he sobbed, — "0 clement, O loving Virgin — per- 
mit me not to perish — O Mother of Mercy — I 
beseech thee — never again will I do what I have 
done — as long as I live I am willing to suffer for 
it—" 

Such was his rambling prayer of sighs and 
tears. 

"The ice is broken, the Blessed Virgin has con- 
verted him," the crowd whispered. At the con- 
clusion of the Salve Regina the poor wretch got 
up and sought the Confessional. He entered and 
staid a long time. When he finally left the church 
he bore himself as a man from whom a load had 
been lifted, there was peace in his face ; a minute 
after he was at the abbey-door. "My Confessor 
has told me that he wished to see me, that he has 
still something to tell me," he told the porter. 
After waiting a few minutes in the guest-room an 
aged Religious in a black habit entered. "Now 
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then," said the priest, "we can speak leisurely of 
all that concerns you, excepting what you men- 
tioned in your Confession; I will advise you as 
well as possible." 

The penitent then told his story. "I was a good 
boy and my mother was a real saint. Upon her 
deathbed she induced her first cousin, the head- 
baker of Maulbronn, to pledge her that he would 
apprentice me to the pious Religious. So it hap- 
pened and for seven years I dwelt among them 
before anything occurred. Then it was that some 
of the abbey help took to reading in secret, books 
and papers about the new faith; these writings 
were full of mockery and calumnies against con- 
vents, the priests, our Holy Father the Pope, 
the Holy Mass. We fellows at Maulbronn talked 
about these things among ourselves till finally I 
came to believe that our Divine Service was idola- 
try and that the real Christian Religion was about 
to be introduced. At this time, tainted as I was, 
my relative and guardian gave me a terrible beat- 
ing in anger for some reason or other; then in 
order to spite him, I called the Blessed Virgin a 
terrible name, and in double spite repeated the 
blasphemy; may God forgive me, I'll never for- 
give myself. This word of mine was reported to 
Abbot John ; he had me whipped for it. 

"Furious, I left the monastery that very night, 
cursing its inmates to the lowest hell and swear- 
ing that I would be revenged. I hastened to Stutt- 
gart and was hired as a servant in the house of 
the duke : Father Sebastian the bursar, who was 
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already half Lutheran helped me to this appoint- 
ment; many a letter from him to the duke did I 
carry. When I learnt that an armed party was get- 
ting ready for Spires to surprise the abbot and 
take him prisoner and also to secure the treasures 
which he had in his possession I would not rest 
till I was permitted to follow. Keeping close to 
the two noblemen who led the expedition, I forced 
my way into the abbot's room with them. Tor you 
the hour has come/ I muttered; as soon as the 
holy man was within reach I struck him a mighty 
blow with my fist so that he reeled to the wall. He 
took it quietly and indeed spoke kindly to me 
even — I would never have believed such a thing 
possible— 'God grant' he said, 'that our next meet- 
ing be happier/ 'On the gallows/ I added, but this 
I said rather half-heartedly. 

"I spent several years in Stuttgart serving 
the duke; when he plotted annoyance or 
harm against the monastery, then especially 
was I the first to lead and help. At last 
I was employed by the bursar; this suited me 
best of all; I who had been only the baker's-help 
in the past was now a person to be reckoned with 
and all in the monastery feared me. Of Abbot 
John I heard nothing more excepting that he had 
died and that a successor had been appointed. My 
master, the bursar, had expected the office; he 
was not chosen and so the night following the 
election, to drown his chagrin, he drank till he 
was mad and crazy as a heathen. But after the 
death of Abbot Henry he was really elected, and 
more than that he was at the same time made ab- 
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bot of Konigsbronn ; therefore he was, so to speak, 
an archabbot. 

"His pride and insolence made him unbearable. 
It was midsummer when he was installed in the 
Abbey Church Maulbronn and strictly in the Cath- 
olic way, with Mass, liturgical song and the Te 
Deum ; he wor« th« cucullus, was mitered, carried 
the crozier, and displayed the ring ; all this in spite 
of his Lutheran heart, because, as he said, 'An 
open rupture is neither necessary nor advisable/ 
Then was he at the zenith of his glory. His meas- 
ure of evil, however, was full; his time had 
come," the narrator remarked with a deep sigh. 
Pausing a little he continued : "Never can I for- 
get what I witnessed at that time— the eyes, the 
eyes !" 

The father looked at the penitent with as- 
tonishment. "Think me not daft, I know what I'm 
saying," the man continued. "Abbot Sebastian 
Epplin, that was the bursar's name, as a matter 
of course, found attendance at Choir and the ob- 
servance of the Religious Rule repellent; his 
pleasure was to seek the company of the preachers 
and the counselors of Stuttgart; for this purpose 
he was driving back and forth continually. He 
was a welcome guest at the duke's table at all 
times. Suddenly one night, it happened — oh! 
what eyes, what eyes!" 

The penitent wiped his face and con- 
tinued: "How it haippened, I don't know. 
Someone called me, I hastened to my master's 
room and found him in his death-rattle. 
His face was white as the wall — he made an ef- 
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fort to speak but only a gurgling sound was the 
result ; not a word could I understand — maybe he 
wanted a priest to go to Confession, to die Cath- 
olic, — but at that time there was no Catholic 
priest in Stuttgart, the whole place was protes- 
tantized, therefore I could not have procured one, 
anyhow. — Now he opened his eyes — oh! what 
eyes, what eyes ! night and day they are looking 
at me. The fear of death focused in them, nay 
the fear of hell ; he looked as if he saw before 
him an incarnate devil ready to seize him. Such 
fright, such awful terror as peered from those 
burning, distended orbs, I have never seen in a 
human eye before or since. They seemed to leap 
from their sockets, like the eyes of a fish, and then 
they twisted and turned upwards till only their 
ghastly white was seen. — He lay in that way till 
long after he was dead. Thus was he put into 
the coffin. Hardly five months an abbot, and all 
was over. I was so frightened that then, after 
twenty years, I began to think again of God. The 
eyes of the unfortunate man pursued me, eyes 
that had seen the devil, that had gazed into hell. 
I could not stay in Stuttgart any longer ; I ran 
away staying awhile in one place, a while in an- 
other. All peace had forsaken me. Not long after 
the bursar's death my visitation came." The 
speaker pointed to his armless sleeve. 

The poor baker's apprentice had this to say 
about the loss of his right arm : "It happened at 
Radolfzell; a Swiss with whom I quarreled cut 
my arm clean off ; for two months I lay in the 
hospital. It was the right hand I lost, the same 
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one with which I nearly felled to the ground the 
saintly Abbot John in Spires. How could I hesi- 
tate longer to acknowledge that there was a God 
who knew when and how to punish me for my 
sins. 

"Often, since in consequence, I have thought 
of the good abbot, how kind he had always been 
to me, kind to me even when I struck him, saying, 
he hoped our next meeting would be happier. 
Then only did it occur to me how noble he was 
and that he was an anointed priest and a prel- 
ate—he whom I struck! If he had brought me 
before court, I would have got my deserts. But 
he would not do that. Moreover, my conscience 
upbraided me for having insulted the Mother of 
God; this was a thousand times worse than my 
crime against the abbot. Now this — I firmly be- 
lieved — God would never forgive me, otherwise 
He would have punished me in a manner more 
terrible. For having struck the holy man I lost 
my arm, but for having blasphemed the Mother 
of God, I reasoned, there is no proportionate 
punishment in this world; hell is reserved for 
such a crime. Had a bolt of lightning struck me 
down I would not have been surprised, but noth- 
ing happened. My life, however, had become un- 
bearable. I wished many times that some one 
would attack and kill me, because, as I thought, 
all was lost." 

"That was a sin," the father interrupted, "a 
grievous sin to have despaired of God's mercy." 

"I didn't do it willingly, father," the penitent 
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answered, "f or as soon as I was able to be about 
again I walked from Radolf zell to Weingiarten on 
Good Friday and went to Confession. The priest 
rather praised me for not having entirely lost my 
faith and after giving me absolution obliged me 
by way of penance to make a pilgrimage to Our 
Lady of the Hermits. I did all that he bid me do 
and more; the way from Etzel to the Hermits I 
made on my knees and every day I visited and left 
the chapel in the same manner ; never till evening 
would I speak a word ; seven times I visited all the 
stations and chapels in this place of pilgrimage; 
daily I asked the Mother of God to punish me for 
what I had said against her ; I am willing to suffer 
something worth while But she left me un- 
touched and therefore I could find neither rest nor 
peace; every now and then the terrible eyes of 
the bursar, I mean the eyes of Abbot Epplein, 
looked at me and said: 'It will happen to you 
as to me, you will be sent to hell ; all heaven can- 
not save you' Often within me I heard a voice : 

'Go and hang yourself and all will be over; what 
difference does it make, to be damned a few years 
sooner or later' " 

"Terrible, awful!" the priest whispered; "all 
those suggestions came from the Evil One." 

"I could no longer eat and drink, I dared not 
lift my eyes to the beautiful skies nor look any 
man in the face. My guilt lay upon me heavy as 

a mountain, I could neither pray nor confess 

till this afternoon then suddenly a change 

came over me !" 
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"And how was that?" the father inquired. 

"I cannot explain it. I had entered the church 
and unworthy as I was to approach the shrine, I 
knelt close to the wall. Here I prayed and prayed, 
but it was useless. Then from out the Chapel of 
Grace I heard a voice intone and then the boy's 
choir sing the Salve Regina and all at once I felt 
comforted. I felt as in the days, when in my ac- 
customed place in the chapel of Maulbronn, I 
stood before the Virgin's image and joined with 
the holy Religious in singing the Salve Regina; 
my heart was softened and changed. My mother 
stood before me and said : 'Bastian, remain a good 
boy: Bastian, always love and be devoted to the 
Mother of God ;' and the venerable Abbot John, I 
saw him, too, his grave and kind face and heard 
him say again : 'God grant that the next time we 
meet it may be in a happier way.' It seemed to me 
as if I heard him also say: 'Bastian do not lose 
courage nor your trust in God, go to Confession, 
unburden your heart, God forgives even the great- 
est sinners if they are really sorry.' Again Maul- 
bronn loomed up before me : The church dark and 
still, the fathers in their white habits, the sighing 
and rustling of the somber forests around, the 
peaceful valley ; but more than all I recollected the 
happy time of my youth, the pious monks at 
evening's dusk assembled in the Abbey Church, 
which was lighted only by the Altar Lamp, chant- 
ing with the choir boys in their inimitable way 
the Salve Regina. I could control myself no long- 
er, I wept like a child and then for the first time 
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I felt somewhat relieved. An interior voice said, 
'Go to Confession immediately/ and I answered, 
'I will, only permit me a moment to ask the Holy 
Mother's pardon;' I do not know how to explain 
what happened in my heart ; but this I know, that 
when I had confessed, peace took possession of 
me. May God and his Blessed Mother be thank- 
ed for the grace a thousand times." 

"Yes, my son, you have reason to thank the Vir- 
gin, Mary, and I thank you for having related this 
to me out of Confession, because I may now tell 
this remarkable story to others for the honor of 
God and His Mother." 

"Do as you please," the penitent replied, "that 
does not concern me. However, I have a wish to 
express and that is why I called upon you now 
and here. Reconciled as I am with God, I do no 
longer fear His judgment and punishment and 
yet I desire to be chastised. Therefore, do you 
make known what I have done, namely, that I 
have blasphemed the Mother of God and that I 
dared to insult and strike a Religious and prel- 
ate of the Church. I am willing to endure the 
legal and civil punishment which these offences 
call for. Barefooted I would walk from one end 
of the kingdom to the other seeking the abbot if 
he were still alive, to ask his forgiveness. If you, 
Rev. Father, think it at least some equivalent, 
then will I go and beg pardon of the present ab- 
bot, his successor." 

The priest raised his head, his eyes filled with 
moisture, and said: "My good Bastian, — this is 
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unnecessary. Let us go immediately to Abbot 
John—" 

"To the Abbot of Maulbronn, John IX!" the 
poor man almost screamed with surprise. 

"To the Abbot of Maulbronn, — your old ab- 
bot, Sebastian!" the father repeated with em- 
phasis, the while he lit his lantern. ^Follow me !" 
he said. 

Passing down the colonnade of the Stations of 
the Cross the father unlocked a portal and he and 
his companion entered the Church of Pilgrimage. 
No one was present, the doors were locked ; still- 
ness and darkness reigned thruout the mighty 
space. They stopped to pray a moment before the 
Blessed Sacrament and then passed into the 
Chapel of Grace. The shrine was dark excepting 
for a pale reflection of light from two little 
windows; it was the lamp burning before the 
miraculous image of the Madonna. After praying 
awhile before the picture they turned to the right 
and found themselves in one of the side chapels 
hidden away in a recess of the Gothic temple. 

"Here it was I knelt," the penitent remarked; 
"here it was I was encouraged and comforted." 

"This is our destination, too," the father ob- 
served. 

"I thought we were going to see Abbot John," 
the man ventured to remark. 

"He is right here!" Saying which the father 
directed his lantern to the floor. A large flat 
stone was visible inscribed with letters in bronze; 
the inscription was easily deciphered: Ioannes 
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Abbas IX Mullbronnens 



de Lienzing. The 



priest explained. "In this place for the last eleven 
years is resting in peace your abbot whom you 
are seeking. Ask his forgiveness here, or better 
still, thank him; because, while unconscious of 
the fact, you were kneeling this noon above the 
very grave of the abbot, he was praying for you 
that you be released from the spirit of melancholy 
and saved from despair, a sin against the Holy 
Ghost." 

The penitent shuddered and murmured: "Ab- 
bot John, Abbot John!" 

"And the Salve Regina you heard was the 
voice of the holy man. Shortly before his death 
with broken voice, he ordered in his name that 
the hymn should be sung daily. It is no wonder, 
then, that when you heard the song, you were 
transported to the Abbey Church of Maulbronn 
among the fathers and brothers and that the grace 
of God converted you. For eleven years the Salve 
Regina has been daily sung here and borne to 
Mary's throne in behalf of our Congregation and 
then for the pilgrims and sinners who come hith- 
er to visit her shrine. Many a time the hymn has 
ascended to heaven pleading for you till finally it 
drew you to this place of grace. In answer to 
the good abbot's prayer Mary brought you here, 
reconciled you with her Divine Son and obtained 
peace to your soul. Oh, how it must please the 
abbot in heaven to see you in the church of Our 
Lady, at his grave, converted, the prodigal son 
returned to his father !" Mute with amazement the 
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penitent stared at the tomb ; he was as if bereft 
of his senses. 

Then he fell on his knees and prone on the earth 
he kissed every letter of the inscription, sobbing: 
"Abbot John, Abbot John — I've found you at 
last; most gracious father, forgive me, pardon 
me — I beseech you — I am sorry beyond words — 
accursed I was to have injured you, I would a thou- 
sand times prefer to be broken on the wheel than 
do the like again; oh! would that I could undo it 
— forgive me, father abbot, my gracious lord!" — 

The priest suffered him to give vent to his emo- 
tions. When the penitent got up, he affectionately 
examined the stone and inscription and site of 
the venerable abbot's grave. 

"But tell me, father," he asked, "how came the 
abbot to be buried here?" 

"Bastian, remember we are in church and in 
the very presence of the Virgin's throne," the 
priest whispered in reply. "To-morrow I'll give 
you the information you seek. 

"I will leave the church, but you can remain 
here over night. It is now nearly eleven o'clock and 
by four in the morning the church will again be 
opened. In the meantime prepare yourself well for 
Holy Communion. You will be the first to be per- 
mitted to enter the Virgin's chapel on the morrow 
and to receive Communion, and then you can re- 
main here as long as you like. I commend you 
to our Blessed Mother and to all the Holy Angels 
who dwell within this Sanctuary." He walked to 
the door thru which they had entered. In grati- 
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tude the main kissed the hem of the priest's habit 
exclaiming: "How good you are to me, Rever- 
end Father, to grant me the happiness of staying 
here—" 

The father turned and with all kindness said : 
"I can assure you that our late abbot of blessed 
memory has forgiven you and that it is his will 
all temporal punishment be canceled; he wishes 
only that you continue a good member of our 
Holy Church until your death. I advise you there- 
fore not to mention publicly in future, the injur- 
ies which you have done him. Let this remain a 
secret henceforth between you and me which we 
will bury in his grave. Did you understand me? 
Not a word more on the subject!" 

With brimming eyes the erstwhile baker's ap- 
prentice bowed his acknowledgment. Pointing 
to the shrine of Our Lady, the father continued : 
"And if good Abbot John has forgiven you, sure- 
ly the Mother of God, so clement, so loving, will 
not be less merciful. She it was who urged you 
to her seat of mercy ; she procured for you peace 
and pardon; she led you to the abbot's tomb; in 
reward for his piety she realized the wish he had 
made you, that your next meeting with him be a 
happier one. It is true, you did not meet him 
again in the body — but a meeting it was all the 
same — in God, with reconciliation and peace as 
its fruit. Therefore, be silent in future about 
what you have said against your heavenly Moth- 
er; let this be your sole penance that you bewail 
the words as long as you live and that you atone 
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for them by reciting daily on your knees the Sal- 
ve Regina. So, then — God bless you." 

The father left for the monastery, Bastian re- 
mained behind. 

The rest of the night and all of the next day 
Sebastian staid in the church. From the first 
Holy Mass at dawn, at which he communicated, 
until night he remained hidden in a chapel recess 
almost immovable in prayer. He changed his 
position but once to visit the resting place of the 
holy abbot, filled with peace and an unknown joy 
like that to which the Scripture alludes when it 
says: "There shall be joy in heaven upon one 
sinner that doth penance, more than upon ninety- 
nine just who need not penance." All the week 
the one-armed penitent tarried in the holy place ; 
indeed, he made up his mind to dwell within the 
shadow of the church the rest of his life. He 
served the fathers in many ways and at last he 
who had begun a boy-apprentice in Maulbronn, 
finished his days a servant in the Abbey of the 
Hermits. Long ago he has taken his place 
among hundreds of pilgrims in the cemetery of 
the abbey. Here, nigh to Abbot John, under the 
protection of the Mother of Grace, he is awaiting 
the Resurrection. 

Not much remains to be told. Abbot John, the 
ninth of that name of the prelates of Maulbronn, 
is laid by in the church Our Lady of the Hermits. 
After his flight from Maulbronn in midsummer 
of the year 1534 he governed his Congregation 
from its filiated house in Spires until 1537. In 
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September of that year he moved his seat to the 
Sub^priorate of Paris. The brave Confessor of 
the faith who had given u/p the grand abbey and 
estate of Maulbronn rather than yield a point 
of his Rule or an article of faith, continued to re- 
side here almost to the last. Seeing the finger 
of death beckoning him, he withdrew from his 
office and government and in prayer and retire- 
ment prepared himself to give an account of his 
life before that Judge whose sentence endures 
forever. He hoped that the Blessed Virgin Moth- 
er, whom he loved so filially all his life, would 
stand by him at the dread tribunal. This retire- 
ment he sought at The Hermits. He, a prince 
of the empire and a prelate of the Church, came 
like any other poor pilgrim knocking at the abbey 
portal begging for a little place in which he might 
prepare for death. His request was granted. 
No doubt, many a time in his cell at The Hermits, 
he rehearsed the trials of his life, and the ques- 
tion arose within him : "Why, 0 Lord, why was 
all this?" A question which thousands have asked 
when they saw the hand of God so heavy upon 
His own children. Maybe he went back farther, 
back four hundred years, and saw Maulbronn, 
once an inhospitable wilderness, transformed in- 
to a garden of paradise by the labors of his breth- 
ren ; saw them planting the trees, tilling the fields, 
digging the basin for a mountain lake, and then 
laying the foundations of a church and abbey 
which for style and stately dimensions are the 
boast and glory of the land. And then he saw 
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this beautiful church and grand estate in the 
very flower of its development, polluted, dis- 
mantled, and by the hands of ruffian strangers, 
who expelled the holy inmates and rightful pos- 
sessors, turned over to sectarian use. "Why, 0 
Lord, why?". . .Often must he have told his sor- 
row to the Mother of the Afflicted and she no 
doubt, in turn, consoled her grieving child. Un- 
der her auspices he died. She invisibly stood by 
him in his last agony and with her own hand led 
him from this world to the next; at the foot of 
her shrine he was buried in August, 1547. 

His last conscious act was a transaction the 
record of which may be found to this day in the 
archives of the abbey; namely that in gratitude 
for the hospitality received, he bequeathed the 
Abbey of Our Lady of the Hermits 1000 florins ; 
a large sum for that time, — with the proviso, how- 
ever, that every day the Salve Regina be sung in 
the Chapel of Grace by a priest and a choir of 
boys. 

Up to that time the hymn had been chanted on- 
ly on Sundays and festivals. Since then — that is 
from the year 1547 — just 400 years after St. Ber- 
nard in ecstasy added the 'o clemens, o pia' in the 
Minster of Spires, the grand hymn has been sung 
every day, Good Friday and Holy Saturday ex- 
cepted, in the chapel of our Lady of the Hermits. 
At first but one father and four or five boys were 
present; to-day the grand old song is chanted by 
forty or fifty fathers and all the clerics and pu- 
pils of the abbey. In the afternoon when Com- 
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pline is over, the whole cloister from the abbot 
down to the youngest student, walk in procession 
thru the spacious church to the Virgin's chap- 
el, which they enter and fill; then a superb 
voice intones : Salve Regina ; the choir resolves it- 
self into a quintet of voices which take up the 
hymn majestically and harmoniously, and waft 
it to the throne of Mary in heaven. 

The Swabian Abbot, whose remains are moul- 
dering near Mary's shrine, may well rejoice at 
the power of the Salve Regina benignly attested 
during 360 years. The Swabian pilgrim, how- 
ever, when he hears for the first time the chant- 
ing of the hymn in the Church of The Hermits 
is particularly moved and his heart is drawn 
heavenward, because he is linked with holy af- 
fection to his venerable countryman, Abbot John 
of Maulbronn. 



Abbey Maulbronn was not destroyed, as the ab- 
bot had feared. It still exists well preserved and 
is much visited by tourists and much admired. 
The forests and lakes give it a peaceful setting; 
externally it is a dream of beauty as it was three 
hundred ears ago; but despite it all, an air of 
melancholy reigns within and without its walls. 
The matin song is hushed, the Holy Sacrifice is 
banished, the white-habited monk is no longer 
seen. An air of desolation has taken possession 
of the place. The Tabernacle Light is extin- 
guished, the Salve Regina is heard no more. 



Digitized by Google 



452 THE EBB AND FLOW OF LIFE 



But all the same, every arch and every stone 
breathes the spirit which once pervaded the place. 
When living voices intone and chant the Salve Re- 
gina in the Abbey of our Lady of the Hermits in 
Switzerland daily in compliance with the will of 
Abbot John of Lienzing of blessed memory, 
then, too, do the very walls of old Maulbronn in 
Wirtemberg, by their symmetry, harmony and 
stateliness, built and forever dedicated to the 
honor of God aaid His Blessed Mother, join in the 
refrain : 

0 clemens, o pia, o dulcis Virgo Maria! 
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